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‘If you go, I go also. If you do it fon 
love’s sake, I too will do it for lov 
sake. 

Ile turned swiftly, cold with amaz 
ment, the blood emptied from his heart 
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him, her face pale, her hands clinched to 
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a room where a bear-skin hung as a ew 
tain behind it—“ and I know why you 
would die. You would die to save others.” 


‘Rosalie!”"—he protested in a_ hoarse 
voice, and for a moment could say no 
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f you die. I will follow you wherever 
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l leay ng him cold S ce and ver 
ll. In another room girl put her 
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Charley bowed quiet t he Abb 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 
IN AMBUSH 
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case was most eritieal the tailor « 


‘ lr’ \\ ~ re 
eved ad ¢ ey was helping prot 
s na ¢ e for an ug! nd 
Charley had no knowledge: surg 
but his fingers were skilful, his eve was 
true, and he had intuition. The long 
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over him. For th 
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Curé and l 

the Abbé, h 


oning had and 
intolerant vou. 


won t 


em head. “I'v 
Mon 


an hour, I’ve 1 


want to say some things 


said them, I shall feel better 
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because there were no. clinging 
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iat all might go on as at pres 
le surface With a curious 
his old aceuracy of observa 
was treating the immediate past 
ind Rosalie’s past—as if it did 
actually exist; and only the other 
| farther past was a tragedy, and this 
1 damnabl arer one was a dream. 
But the film of dream fell from his 
eyes as Maximilian Cour played his 
said “ Baffled Quest of Love,” with its quaint, 
Va- intense, searching pathos and truth of 
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realized feeling; and as he saw the figure of the 
the true situation, late her girl alone in the shade of the great rose 
I even and her bushes, past and present became one, and 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 
THE CHALLENGE ¢ -AULETTE DUBOIS 
ee Ca aee, Monsieur,” came th 
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side the house and entered the bed 
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aec 
1 


shrink 


, as though two emotions were fight- 
Shi 


ments 
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She’s a ] | iaven't been always 
particular, bu is for Narecisse Dau 
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thing ¢ 


world says.” 
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ver since, I’m 


d him.” 


He has tortured me for 


V, smirking 


lving 


he 
lis 


friend,” 


ir best 


sit down, and 


en ft me for a moment.” 
She hesitated, then did as he asked. 
‘He tells me that vears ago he was in 
love with vou. Hasn't he behaved better 


than some who said they I 


The half 
flashing, but met a 
of his hand and sat 


woman 


started up, 


ved you?” 
her eyes 
deprecating motion 


lown again. 


“Te knew that if you knew your child 


1: 
lived, you wi 


uld th 
r. He 


k better of life— 
has his good points, 


tell me where my 
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CHAPTER XXXVITI 


URE AND 1 


heen a perfect 
tailor of Chaudiér 


usual, for winter 


making 

ze Which the Seigneur 
at the Manor The S 
in rare spirits. And 1 
ison; for this was Michaelm: 
and to-morrow would be Micha 
day, and there was a promise to | 
deemed on Michaelmas day! He ] 


hopes of its redemption according 


| 
s own wishes; for he was a va 
gneur, and he had had his way ir 
ngs all his life, as everybody km 
nportunity with discretion was his mot 
id he often vowed to the Curé that 


was no other motto for the modern 


The Curé’s visit to the tailor’s shop o 
irticular day had unusual in 

it coneerned his dear ambitior 

t aspiration of his fife: t 

infidel tailor (they could n 

man an infidel whose sou! 
the word 1InNOStile had 8] 


d) out of darknes 


diseovere 
‘rom the chains of captivity 
freedom of the Church. Th 


ever clune to his fond hope 








Pitt 


y nee | ay 
prude eve 2 
| ] 
! ! iT £ 
yal ad ‘ 
, , 
} 
Nass , S ea 
l e 3 
u 
My « Cur 
3 ue. I thir ‘ 
cle Abbé ¢ é 
tinate fellow I me ‘ 
Ss | \ } he disbelr 
‘ 7 . the but fy 
\\ ( ( be ealled 
’ ’ e criminal. bi 


heretic l ur infid 
much—for a tailor, o1 rs 
s. or f one 7 ? 
IIe pulled his nose, as if had 
good ng indeed Phe 
king sl \ vards the villag 
e this « : n i the Cure 
gv sl uught | stick emp 
dow his palm several times 
‘Ah, vou will ne ( You w 
lerstand With Ge ll tl 
possibl Were it the devil hims 
umal orm, I should wor d 
and hope, as my duty is, though he 
still rema n the devil to the « 


But what tl 


thins 


Ri 


rT 


ley 
cle ( 
\ 
Ihe 
ad 
isand 
er 
‘ 
™ 
" 
l 
ire s 
eul 
sug 
a, 3 
l 
} } 
ns 
uld 
en 
said 
Wwe ‘ 


has done, the Church may do. 
Paul and Augustine, and Constantine 
They were elassie barbarians to whom 
religion was but an emotion. This man 
s a brain that must be satisfied.’ 
I must count him as a soul to be 
ved through that very intelligence, as 
l as through the ¢ dness f his da 
e, whicl ts charity, shames us all 





OkF WA 





Z. 


lle gives he « 
II 3 ol 
s | dines ee 
e Dau { 
Ilis $ 
=})} 1] 
) S l ( 1) 
-_ \\ seid 
I 
Wi 

“We C1 

\ Ah. ‘ 
t ! iff 1B Mau 
rice, I sy \| ( 

| 
| 
empt } Dl ‘ en 
Oe a 
ure ra | 

“Tt ‘is, q, 

paused 
No, ! sk Tk . t 

ntessed Maw 1 
hing like tl But I | | 
a pity lauri I ah love! 
You arg nd reason, but | 
! riend oth ( if 
tf this n } vas . | 
s that thing that v us il, or | 
\ | (i1¢ in ney us a i ed u nd h S 
gravestone will be ! u our 
shame If he ean e tru Church 
f he can once say O | ; Phy 
hands I commend n spirit,’ en will 
his temptation vanish, and ] ead 
him in I shall lead him hom« 

For a moment the Seigneur | ed at 
hin n amazemet sa Cur 
e had ne ! ! 

Dear Cure uare} ld self 
ne said, gent 

I am not mysel t, Mau 
rice! T am 1 th u um Curé 
vou knew The wl vorld ! field 
now I have sorrowed vithin 
the bounds this litt audiere Now 
I sorrow for unbeli ug man, 
through much thi ~ 
come to feel | the world. 
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I iVvs 
Qj} = 9 1 | 
s | ed Pr 
} 
\ \l } 
Wed ( (y 
~ 
( con ( 
ul stat 
eee ee 
I ceness 
( 3 
| ( For t 
t a relig 
1 nd!” said e 
) iia 
nad 11s Prud 
~ and 
yu end ( S eve 
( tive ra 
Cur | ( entv - f 


I had but ordered t 


d, regretfully. 
hat to-morrow was 
o ask Ro 
he r nh 


evening, or 


the 
fresl 


a ntly 


the 
in this coat, 
linen. “A 
Qnin compliment 

* Observe, C 


appre Cl 


But 


the she p 


ul 


tree 
led. 1 
nti} 

lt 1 
u 

he pos 


his cr 
LH W 
Micha 


a] 
salle 


gent 
ness 


throw) 


his embroidered waist 


h, mor 


1 
i 


on the spot 


; 




















PEE 


think,” he added, a little wistfully 


was he not a Frenchman, susceptible 


re all his race as to “ the 


‘do you not think it might 


things 


7D 


10 fashionable for m« 


Not a whit—not a whit!” replied the 
eneur, generously. Should no ’ 
kk distinguished be dignitied ¢ 

ler the length, the line, the elo 
nee of design! Ah, monsiew nes 
ou are an artist! The Curé 

I] ar it—indeed but he shall! Then 
ll look like him, and perhaps get 


some of his pertections 
And the Curé?” said Charley 


The Curé?—the Curé? Tiens! a lit- 
my worldliness will do him good. 
no contrasts in him. He 
ear the coat!” He waved his 
ng-stick complacently, for he was 


that the Curé’s less perfec 
uuld set off his own well as 
“ May I have the 


rether honor 
» this as a souvenir?” he added, 
g¢ up the sketch. 
With pleasure, swered Charl 
You do not need it? 
\ it all 
Cun’ locked « little disenoointed. 
( rlevy, seeing, immediately sketch 
brown paper the priestly figure in 
reated coat, ad la Ross = =On 


ing he was a littl 


with the result that was 
duced with a singular fidelit n 
. 
gure, and expression a personality 
vet important. 
On my soul, you shall not have it!” 
he Seigneur But you shall have 


vain by looking at ourselves H 
the sketch of himself into the 
s hands, and earefully rolled up that 
s friend 
| Curé was amazed t this gift I 
tailor, and delighted with the p 
himself—his vanity was as that 


child, without guile or worldliness 
better pleased, however, to have 
his friend by 
11g not be too c 
thanked Charl beaming 
. and then the two frie nds bowed and 
d t the door. Suddenly the 
iré stopped. 
“ My dear Maurice,” 
rgotten the important thing.” 
Vor 


draw ing of 


ty might 





with a 
ywards 


said he, "" We have 
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appearance 
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* Think of that—we two old babblers!” 
Seigneur. He nodded for th: 
to begin. 

** Monsieur,” said the (¢ to Charley, 
‘you may be able’to help us in a littk 
difficulty. 
tended 


kind of 


said the 
Cureé 
uré 
For a long 


time we have in 


holding a great 


mission 


like 


With a 


religious drama that per 
formed at Oberammergau, 


The Passion Play. Y 


eur ¢ 


and called 
of it, Mor 


uu know 


‘Very well reading, mon 


Next Easter we purpose having a Pas 


sion Play in pious imitation of the fa 
mous drama. We will hold it at the 
Indian reservation of Four Mountain 
thus quickening our own souls and giv 
ing a beautiful and touching object-les 
son of the great History to the Indians.” 


Che Curé paused rather a 
Charley did 


xiously, but 


not speak. Tlis eyes were 
fixed inquiringly on the Curé, and he had 
a sudden suspicion that some devious 


forward to influence him. 


were 


He dismissed 


the thought, however, for 
this Curé was simple as man ever was 
made, straightforward as the most heret 
ical layman might demand. 


taking heart 


Now I 
the 


again con 
possess an authentic 


Oberammergau drama, 


giving details of its presentation at dif 
ferent periods, and also a book of the 
play. But there is no one in the parish 


to the 


Seigneur and myself that, understanding 


who reads German, and it oceurred 
French so well, by chance you 
ind 
haps translate 

“T read and speak it 
” Charley answered, relieved: “ and 


] 


vou are wel 


may uh- 


derst German also, and would per- 

the work for us.” 

German easily 
me to My service 3.” 

Tace flushed with plea 


book 


The Curé’s pale 


He 


Ge rman 


from his pocket, and handed it over. 
‘Tt is not so very long he said; “ and 


Suddenly alt 
inspiration came to him; his eyes light 
ed. 

“ Monsieur,” he 
that there ar 
It is 
make us a perhaps, if we 
do not much? It aid 
greatly in the matter of costume, and you 


library I 


said, “you will notice 
no illustr 


that you 


itions in the book. 


possible might be able to 


few drawings, 


would 


, 
ask too 


ight use my have a fair 
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i a> 
( ev’ 
™ ‘ 
\ 
peau 
lo | 
r l ‘ 
il 
i 
seigneu 
1 de 





. 
added, 


HARPER'S 
es The Curé ws 
his heart thumped 
equ After a slight 
hastily: “ You are a 
It is hard] nd 
f ive some months 
COC oO haste ’ 
a I eve e Cure 
not I e, he sa. 
l « when I ean. Bu 
be but 
seigneur 
nit artis Y 
ur (cu re 
Curt [° held 
mnie the 
ige « ler, SAV 
M eur 
1 } gifts lik 
uld hold me I shoul 
Be l Steele.” 
5 ned away » 4 
e seen wh 
t dare turn | 
el He could 
he &, ur ] 
( y ¢ u 
1 cupb 
( ie | nsicde lt 
, l When 
Lv : i was m 
i | s Be ut 
W, ve 1 4 
a h snu It’ 
he phr 
1 relative of mine V 
He had m 
had ‘eputat 
I e fellow. S 
“dy s ay or 
3 More 
It has a sound 
‘ V nswered (4 
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* Au revoir, 


and Charley 


monsieur,” thev be 


bowed them out. 


lhe two friends turned to eac] 
a littl Vi up the reet oe 
‘ com this, Curé,” 


! Said t 
The Curé, V } 


of happiness, } 


hose Tace hac 


gneur. 


ssed his m 


. ~ 
CHAPTER XXXIX 
Fe | e moment in the ga 
she n Vn hersel n ¢ 
ns d en fled from ther 
contu at lie had bee 
she had I ¢l 1 her eves 
Sie ( them, th Stiil § 
l thing . ig DY ¢ 
| the | titul things | 
roseate world lo her simple 1 
\ p l i ‘ 
s ~ r 
part | She had been givir 
life her, as a child S 
e ¢ been kin 
e ] e sick the 
he r, wh was helpk 
her; to the tallor across the 
ea << he had given mor 
had g A nature overflowing 
puisive affection, it must spend 
upon othe The maternal instin 
the vel core ot her nature, 
much hal 
etine ‘ ) She had love 
nad 1t mus e given. It had bee 1 
ke the 1 rom heaven on t 
and the unjust; on animals as o1 
be Py, ‘ ire 
developed, d in the nrs spring 
( Apr s powers, could « 
( irl ) é ! 1 come tu Cl 
had all been ie undisciplined 
f a girl’s nature. A change had 
n the me t when she had tea 
ist the oil and flour in upon | 
cori ited breast Later came real 
ng, and us outpouring of 
1 syinp I observation, in a 
less kindn« Ss wl ich must have di 
harm but that her clear strong 


See 
rence balanced 


ment. and because secrecy 


he: in 


. ‘41 
actions With 


he r 


29 1 4 er" 
eiper res 


rain 


I 








THE 


the fresh, affectionate outpouring of 


spirit, which, assisted by her new posi- 
made her a 


as postmiustress, conspic- 


is and popular figure in the parish, 


‘ialdom had rare honor and lit- 





labor, she had prejudices which seemed 
ist unworthy of her, due though they 
radical 
» against Jo Portugais and thi 
Dubois, she had 


Chese pre- 


antipathy. 
ces, one 

against Paulette 
abl 
had 


hospital at 


r been entirely to overe 


On 


me 
TNE, 


rh she honestly tried. the 


o the Quebec, however, 


id been so careful of her father, so 


etful and by no means familiar 
speaking of “ Monsieur,” so regard- 


f her own comfort, while always re- 





inner, that her antagonism 


| in m 


m was lulled. But the 


ce against Paulette Dubois remained, 
ig a shadow on her bright 


Was coming 


r, as the summet he vear died 
n a golden and saffron splendor, 
sweet odors of plenteous orchards 
s day she had moved about in a 


] 
think 
and 


ilvze them 


dream, busy, searcely 


New dd he r, 


as too primitive to an: 


very 


feelings dominate 


0 occupied with them to realize 
ly the life about er Work was 
ibstraction, resting rather than tir 
: 
ner. 

vy times she had looked across at 
tailor shop, but once only did she see 


and nodded to 
cf £205 | , 


ling had come be- 


. 3 “— 
had smiuted, 


rley. He 
ind a mist of Tee 
She did not want to speak 
she did not want to be 
she wanted this 
elf only. Sh 


he loved this riot of inner 


nal « Xp rience, this thrill, this mem 


if the rose-garden and the melodious 
this first reminiscence of love’s 
ldings—a river of emotion on which 


could glide from her rising up to her 


2 down. 


So it was that, an hour after 


1 the Seigneur had bade good-by to 


rley, she left the post-office and went 
ckly through the village to a_ spot 
the river, where was a place ealled 


The Rest of the ii Biicetieniia 99 ie aie 
a kind 
where, in 

sounded 
flax-beaters from 


verhanging rock which made 


‘anopy over a sweet spring, 
their 


the 


beating 


when 
rough the valley, 


he days 





RIGHT 


OF WAY. 5 


the level below meals 


and to rest. 


came t 


This had always been a resort for 
in the months when the flax-beater 
not use it, for the spring bubbled on, the 
balsams and firs gave cut their odors, 
ground was carpeted With pine n 
kingtisher | 
fed 
its she Sinee a child 
ade place her own. To 


is called “ Rosalie’s Dell ee for 


can to be 


squirrels 
with the m brought. 
the 


had m 


this day if 


are not her sorrows and joys still told by 
the st who knew and | Ve d ner, though she 
was one of those who “ erred and are d 

ceived”? and is not the parish still fra 
grant with her name, her worshipped 
sweetness prejyudices—ac- 


and her dear 


counted to her now for virtues¢ Has not 
her history become a living legend thrice 


thirty times told, even as men tell of the 


battles of Levis and Chateaugay? Has 
not the most distinguished poet of her 
pe ple \ iy he - said 


rime. the ruthless idol-breaker, 


Sn ess, cold iconoclast 
l nh e rob us of our altars 


of the 


past 


Leaving the village behind her, Rosalie 


1 till she « 


highroa 


passed aownh the ame 
to a path that led off through a grove of 
scat red pines Ihe mn \ uld be vet i 
half-hour’s sun and en an hour’s twi 
light, and the er and the ds and 
the “ Rest of the Flax-beat would 
be her ¢ ind she could think of the 


her. 
Eng 


vas come upon 


She had brought with her a book of 


lish poems 1 as sl vent through the 
grove she opened and in her pretty, 
slightly broken English ind over to 
herself repeated 
My heart is thu ul soul and body 1 
dei 


thrall: 


Tal ill, dear love | rt my life’s 
defendei 
Speak to mv soul! 7 ind lov 
take ill 


the abandonment 


l 
of the verse, by the fulness of her own 
feelings, which had only needed the touch 
of beauty 
touch had come. 

She abstractedlv to 


“| W ith her 


went 


she 


on 


wher had trvst 





meeting with 

had made her tremble all day. 
as she was, there was a wild sort o 
in her face, and her figure was lit 
supple. She dressed always a | 
now there was only that 

round the throat, worn 
alk with Monsieur. 
To both women this meeting 


mistortune a 


pe 
s Each had a natural antipathy, 


in her luminous joy, 
that hatred which cove 
,and misery undeser 


1 ot her 
hidden the 


alie the Invasiol 


ide sacred by her 


a moment they nfront 
thout speaking, the 
courtesy, her 
s, overcame her irr 
quietly, 

seemed so far abov . d-evening, madame.” 

thought of im i 7. un 1i0t madame, and you 

in, harshly. 
Good-evening, 
rejoined Rosalie, quiet 


u wanted to insult me. \ 


from Montreal 


scorn in the girl’s face 
1d would not understand 
not seorn her for 
done, but for something that 
‘You think I am the dirt unde: 
she said, now white , now re 


it to speak with vou! DU’m 


the dust pile!” 
“T have never thought those 
n d Rosalie, quietly. “T hav 
Retained who liked ' but I; anmen tam wan 
ortugals, iked you, bu am sorry tor vou, 
“om Quebec. i never thought those things.” 
r manner ne} “You le!’ was the rejoinde 


slept, and Rosalie, turning away quickly 





e in her face, put her hands to her 
hastening dow the re 


ot hear the words the woman 


ner. 


L o-mm« every one 


rrow 


thief. Run, run, rw 


what I sav, white-face! The shall 
about the little cross to-n Ov 

e followed Rosalie at a distances 
blazing, every nerve lert hu 


As tortune wo 


anger. 


e met on the highroad the least 
ulous man in the parish, an in 
e gossip, the keeper ef the general 
hose only pposit ’ business 
he post othes snop LHe \ the 
the villace titt tattle } 


h malice 


Wit 


when and ] he had se 
e Evanturel nailing the little cross 
e church door of a certain night. It 
ited proot ¢ t what she said i¢ 
k Jo Portugais! 
ving spat out her reve she went 
e J ge, and to her 
where she prepared to visit thi 
f the tailor Her sense of retaha 
atistied, Rosalie passed from her 
her child only occupied it. In 
r hour she would know where her 
was—the tailor had promised that 
ild lr} l per] ps sne would be 
for the accident that had befall 
Notary; for it was an accident, in 
appearances—due to her, but 
ent. Once before there had been an 
dent which was intended. Ay ar 
t ’—she shuddered, put her head in 
hands, and rocked hers« and fro 
the empty fireplace 1 the time 
‘ for her to go to the tailor shoy 
vas dark when she entered the bac] 
of the tailor’s hous 1 she 
ight no one saw her. Whet he came 
a half-hour later, with el ! her 


not care whether or not ai 





ne s 
she was possessed with only one 
ht her « |! She passed like a 
wind down the street. making for 

e and for her departure to the plac 


her 


child was. 


e had not seen a figure in the shad- 
f a tree near by as she came from the 
r’s door. She had not heard a smoth- 


ery behind her. She was not aware 


WAY. 


, 1 h? 
hat ublspeakabl 


in e ag another 
man knocked softly he «a ot 
tailor’s house, and, not waitil for 
answer, opened it and entered. 
It was Rosalie Evanture!] 
CHAPTER XI] 
AS IT WAS IN THI 
LE kitchen was empty, the le | 


light fell 


opening 


but 


1 
nai qi 


a nhgeure ( een 


uble, despair, and sha 


was bending over a book in 


lig a candle on the bench besid 

ieanins ol his elbow. Hi was 

loud, translating into English the ¢ 
text of the narrative the Cur 





n him 

1? tuse of this divine wv post 
fi0n consequent ipon 4 faithful 
prave) an thew hlation t} y did per- 
m Lhese } yvyescenes y n 8 i f¢ 
season, with solemn 1 f xz ty ¢ 
( U it so thal seemed } ’ 
of the L a Shevherd was pres 
ent with them. as thoual indes O he 
rmmerdga ? A wzareti ] rusatem 
An Lhe rts uli an ¢ W lid ar 
swer daily ft f f swee and 216 ij taith 
insomuch that en wv Lmne r war th 
al of t/} ] ( Lire in | ‘ 
in their warte n I, S t} / hey du 
accept } ( and i with equal 
humbleness Because tl e was 7 war 
in lhe fie Ss 4 4 pea 17 [ ad 
high efend nd not ft edu th 
hurt j i7 ? 4 te S n } n 

ith sinaleness f heart ; gquiet 7 

r trat ti wd rest from their rs. 
In Ss manner was t/ ra an 
) f the world mads the 7 ea 

} [ ng ansformu then / th 
f yveooy I sre L, t¢ fhat ’ ) © 
) r li n ish nor ? 

Charley had not heard Rosa knock 
or enter, nor her footsteps in the hall. 
But now there ran through his reading 
thread of something that was not of him 


but 


had 


clear-heart 


or of it. thrilled 


l-fas| 
old 


over 
oned 

German 
he felt had passed 


if he came 


chronic] 


- 
( 


warmt! nt 


ni 
But as he 
labors 


sy 
louder. 


1 


who rested from their 





Lhe 


the 


him, 


reading 


i: 


had 


o1ce, 











HARPER'S 
dropped, for his mind flashed to 
of childhood, 
his father and mother 
he 


day, making an 


ther 


hen he 


scene: a 


had 


r disagreein 


picture 
seen 
ge in life, laid away in t 
the same 
the last 

had 
their 
he 


wordy 


ut causeway, 


’ 
stone been 


put 
labors ”: and 


had 
str 


yn 
the smiled 
ife, the 
Krom that 


had been 


past 


] 
recal 


ling the 


n conflict temperament. 
] l 


wedlock, wherein there 


he had come, 


} 


listened to 


his 


through 


d reading, 
hundred rushed 


the 


thoughts 


Paulette Dubois. 


wanton Wwo- 


had just left his doorway secretly, 


moment afte r, 


calmly 
Her mind was 
she 


ld not reason, 


judgment. She only 
an had come from this 
cuiltily away into the 
the n 
the m she 
life, for he 
she had wonde red 
hat she had ever lived an 

yr } 


knew that the 


her 


lanl 


was 


an 
an her 
ast 
m; all her pres- 


he eould t live 


ho 
future—for where 


fate! 


1 


ne 
from 


whate ver t 
its 
the 


room, 


been swept 
carrie d on 


into this 


been 
lever 
this or that, not plan- 


t accusing, not re- 
herself and 
blindly, 


m, to look 


, to Know 


| 
] 
! 


ng him 
madly 
his 
m, what- 
vil. She 


but 


nto 


er primi 
all 


wrong 


con 
10 in 
an because she was pos- 

ealousy, a jeal usyV that shamed 

ingered her because its very ex- 

stence put him on trial, condemned him. 
Her sé l was the sport 
r than herself because the 

of all the of 

predisposition. At 
will not strong 


to obedic nee, 


emotions and 


¢ 
ot 
nstinetgt, race 
eternal 
ner was 


them She 


“111 
rule 


irst subservience to that power 
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which fe the streams of huma: 


tory. 

As she now listened to Charley r 
a sudden revulsion of 
Some 


feeling car 


her. note 1 his voice 


it it 


n re 
her heart needed 


quiet 


reassuring 
force his 
he - 
mist, 
But 
throbbing, « 


ot presence still 


tumult in so that her eyes con 


bea 


in her 


without her heart 


agony. every pulse 


ve instinet was alive 
upon her the 
that had rung in her ears and ( 

her tl * Rest 


re 
, 
beaters 


Take 


ry 


denly there rushed 


at 


heart or the 


ill, 


fender 


dear love thou art my 


Spe ik to mv soul! 


ly beneath all th 


Ing 


“ hich 


conflict of emotion 


this room in such unmaidenly 


ion feelings that were her de epest 


surged up. Her breath came hat 


broken 
As Charley r 


answer his own. 


vad, 
It became quicker 
his own, it pie reed the stillness, 
the om with feeling, it 
him out of the silence. 


a breathing See} 


came eall 
He swung 
in his seat, and saw the girl standi 
the doorway. 
* Rosalic 
feet. 
With 
her soul, 


beside the 


every day, 


he cried, and sprang 


a’ piteously pathetic outbu 
her 
tailor’s bench where he 

and 


she flung herself on 


her face 


the bench, 


burying 


arms as they rested on 
bitterly. 

* Rosalie!” 
“What is 
pened ” 

She wept more bitterly still; she 1 


His hand t 
dropped on a 


he said, 


matter ¢ 


leaning 


What 


ove! 


| 
the 


has 


a despairing gesture. 


he 


u 


her hair; knee be 
her. 
“Os. | 


have be en 


1m so ashamed, so asham« 
so wicked!” she said, | 
up for an instant. 

“ Rosalie, what 
urged, and 


has happened 2” 
His 


rt was beating hard, his own eyes 
to The 


gently anxiously. 
hea 
new feel 
forces his lov 
last night, had 
wake, and had been upon him 


hers. 
the 
which, 


responding 


born in him, 
awake ned, 


him a 


had sent 
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“ O have my heart’s desire, O Lord, 
To do the deed my brain has planned, 
Nor pass till I have plucked the truit, 


And offered Thee, with brimming hand: 





O Lord, to see the hope fulfilled, 
And bear, as once my mother bore; 
This is to throb with those who live 


And are alive for evermore.” 


Nay, but the cost. Give all 
Thy youth, thy power, and cot 


Thy whole is not enough to 


That crown upon the Victor’s cross 


| en | arth, to bear hi r 
Will have the pe rfect 
And nourishes with 


Her broods in field and sea 


‘Let me, too, « 
Glow in the « 
If bearings 
Yet let this hope survive in 
The book, the work, the cause, the n 
Are vital, for I willed it so, 
And with a glad heart gave 
heritage of life belo 
Still dark the truth to thee. But learn 
[The Master’s word, with meaning old, 
And lose thy life that thou mayst find 
And take again, with joy untold. 
] 7. lo, the living soul of thee 
In thy true thought is multiplied, 
To live forever with the stars, 


Though thy base self be crucified. 
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HE fire had burnt low in the library, 
the night and warm. 
It was now little more than a gray 
1 looked desolate. 
i] 


eh, still hot, rose from his arm-chair, 


for was wet 


Il, ane Trayton Bur- 


| turning out one of the gas-jets, took 


gar from a box on a side-table and 


imed his seat again. 

The apartment, which was on the third 
r at the back of the house, was a com- 
of and 
and was the daily despair of the 


t smoke- 


ion library, study, 
| housekeeper who, with the assistance 
It 
and had 
en left to Trayton Burleigh and James 
tcher by a distant connection of both 
n some ten years before. 


one servant, managed the house. 


a bachelor establishment, 


[rayton Burleigh sat back in his chair 
tehing the smoke of his cigar through 
f-closed eyes. Occasionally he opened 
em a little wider and glanced round the 
fortable, well-furnished room, or 
ired eold of hatred at 
etcher as he sat sucking stolidly at his 
It comfortable room 
da valuable house, half of be 
nged to Trayton Burleigh; and yet he 





with a gleam 


a pipe. Was a 


which 


is to leave it in the morning and be- 
me a rogue and a wanderer over the 
of the earth. James Fletcher had 


uid 


till between his teeth and speaking from 


so. James Fletcher, with the pipe 
e corner of his mouth only, had pro- 
uuneed his sentence. 

“Tt hasn’t occurred to you, I suppose,” 
| Burleigh, speaking suddenly, “ that 

might refuse your terms.” 


“ No,” said Fletcher, simply. 


Burleigh took a great mouthful of 
‘ke and let it roll slowly out. 

‘l am to go out and leave you in pos- 
ssion?” he continued. “ You will stay 
re sole proprietor of the house; you 


ill stay at the office sole owner and rep- 
sentative of the firm? You are a good 
nd at a deal, James Fletcher.” 

‘T am an honest man,” said Fletcher, 


Vor 
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W. 
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‘and to raise suflicient make 


your defaleations good will not by any 
means 


money to 
leave me the gainer, as you very 
well know.” 

“There is no necessity to borrow,” be 
gan Burleigh, eagerly. “ We ean pay the 
ot time 
make the principal good without a soul 
being the wiser.” 

* That 
Fletehe a the same. 
I will be no man’s confederate in dishon 


interest easily, and in course 


you suggested before,” said 


‘and my answer is 
esty; I will raise every penny at all costs, 
and save the name of the firm 


with it 


and yours 
but I will never have you darken 
the office again, or sit in this house after 
to-night.” 

“You 
up in a frenzy of rage. 

“I won't,” said Fletcher. 
choose the alternative: 


won't,” cried Burleigh, starting 


“You e: 


disgrace and 


n 
pe 
nal servitude. Don’t stand over me; you 
won't frighten me, I can assure you. Sit 
down.” 

“Toe arranged 
in your kindness,” 


have so many things 


said Burleigh, slowly, 
resuming his seat again, “ have you 


ar 
ranged how I am to live?” 

- You have two strong hands, and 
health,” replied Fletcher. “I will give 


you the two hundred pounds I mention 
ed, and after that you must look out for 
yourself. You can take it now.” 

He took a leather ease 
pocket, and 
Burleigh, 


from his breast 
roll of 
watching him calmly, stretched 
out his hand and _ took from the 
table. Then he gave sudden 
aecess of rage, and crumpling them in his 
hand, threw them of the 
room. Fletcher smoked on. 

“Mrs. Marl i said 
suddenly. 


Fletcher nodded. 


drew out a notes. 


them 


Way to a 


into a corner 


out 2” Burleigh, 


“She will be away the night,” he said, 
slowly; “and Jane too; they have gone 


back 


together somewhere, but they will be 


at half past eight in the morning. 








Bur 


id draw 


he 


ot your 


ind let things be as 


ul are sate 


d Fletcher, sharp 


said!” answered 
st moment for 
suddenly at a 
saw Burleigh’s 
away trom 
ething with it. It 
Trayton Burleigh 
it distanee and 


} 
qaark, 


him 
his handker- 
sword, and 


back into his 


had 


the 


whe re 
1 up to 
monplace 
ar; now 
of nausea, drew 
til the body was 
relieved from 


more clearly. 


blundered 
had realized 
struck twelve. 
the head 
landing below, 
looked 


he could 


furniture, all 


he upper 
and 
lown stairs inte 
snatching a hat fron 
ne door and walked d 
Except for one window the 


ing houses darkness, 


were in 


lamps shone up a silent street 
rain in the air, and the 
puddles He 
at the gate trying to screw up his 


r tl Ther 


coming slowly uy 


Was a little 


full of 


dy road wa 


ie house again. 
a figure 

. 
ng ec 


ose to the palings 


] 
| keep 
he I 


done broke in 


full realization of what 


upon him when he 


imself turning to fly from the 


constable. The wet cape 
lamp-light, the slow, | 


him tremble. Suppose 


upstairs was not quite dead 


ery out? Suppose the constable 


think it strange for him to 


there and follow him in? 


eareless attitude, which did no 


le ss, and as the man 


passed ba 
good-night, and mad remark 
sound of the other’s 
quite out of hearing, h 
tered the 
of companionship should hay 
The first flight of st 
ighted by the gas in the hall, 
Then he struck a1 


steadily, I 


house again before 
Sense 
departed. 
went up slowly. 
and past the lib 


door, 


gas in his bed-room and lit it. 


went up 
and with firm fingers turned o1 
He ope 
the window a little way, and sitting d 
on his bed, tried to think. 

He had got eight hours. 


Fight h 








IN 


THE 


nd two hundred pounds in small notes. 
opened his safe and took out all the 
se eash it contained, and walking about 
room, gathered up and placed in his 
kets such articles of jewelry as he 
ssessed. 
[he first horror had some ex 
nt passed, and was succeeded by the 
With this fear on him he 
and tried to think 
that game of skill of 


the He had 


people of hasty temper 


now to 


ar ol death. 


it down again out 
e first moves 1n 
hich his life 


ten read of 


was stake. 
ding the police for a time, and eventu- 
falling into their hands for lack of 
He 
1 heard it said that they always made 
e stupid blunder, left behind 
He took his revolver 
that it 
the 


most elementary common-sense. 


them 
me damning clew. 
m a drawer and saw was load- 


If the worst came to worst, he 


vuld die quickly. 

Right hours’ start; two hundred-odd 
unds. He would take lodgings at first 
some populous district, and let the 


ron his face grow. When the hue-and 
had eeased, he would go abroad and 
He would out 


oht and post letters to himself, or bet- 


rt life again. of a 


L£o 


still, post-ecards, which his landlady 


uld read. Post-eards from cheery 
ends, from a sister, from a_ brother. 
luring the day he would stay in and 
te, as became a man who described 


mself as a journalist. 
to the sea? Who 


flannels, bathing 


Or suppose he went 


uld look 


d boating 


for him in 
with ordinary happy mor- 
Is? He sat and pondered. One might 
ean life, and the other death. Which? 
His face burned as he thought of the 
sponsibility of the choice. So many peo- 
that 
it he would surely pass unnoticed. But 


, 


e went to the sea at time of vear 
the sea one might meet acquaintances. 
lle got up and nervously paced the room 
rain. It was not so simple, now that it 
eant so much, as he had thought. 
lhe sharp little clock on the mantel- 
out “ followed 
tely by the deeper note of that in the 
He thought of the clock, it 
eemed the only live thing in that room, 


nd shuddered. He 


ece rang one,” immedi- 


ibrary. 


whether 
of the 


wondered 


e thing lying by the far side 
ible heard it. 
He started 


He wondered— 
and held his breath with 
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fear. Somewhere 


board 


He went to 


downstairs a 


creaked loudly,then another. 


the door, and opening it a little way, but 
without looking out, listened. The hous 
was so still that he could hear the tick 
ing of the old clock in the kitehe n below 


He opened the door a little way and 


peeped out. As he did so there Was i 
sudden sharp outery on the stairs, and 
he drew back into the room and_ stood 
trembling before he had quite realized 


that the nois« had been made by the cat. 


The ery was unmistakable; but what had 
disturbed it ¢ 

There was silence again, and he 
the He 
certain something was moving 
stealthily the Ile the 
boards creak again, and once the rails of 
the balustrade rattled. The 
the suspense were frightful. Suppose that 
which had Fletcher 
waited for him in the darkness outside ¢ 


drew 
door became 
that 


on 


near once more, 


stairs. heard 


silence and 


the something been 
He fought his fears down, and opening 


the door, determined to see what was be 
The light from his room streamed 
the landing, and he 
about fearfully. Was it faney, or did the 


door ot Fletehe r’s room opposite close as 


yond. 


out on to peered 


he looked? Was it faney, or did the 
handle of the door really turn / 

In perfect silence, and watching the 
door as he moved, to see that nothing 


came out and followed him, he proceeded 
slowly down the dark stairs. Then 
jaw fell, and he turned sick and faint 


his 


again. 
tinctly 


The library door, which he dis- 
remembered 
he had 


he went up stairs to his room, now stood 


and which, 


closing, 
moreover, seen was closed when 
open some tour or tive inches. He fancied 
that there was a rustling inside, but his 
brain refused to be certain. Then plainly 
and unmistakably he heard a chair pushed 
against the wall. 

He er pt to the door, hoping to pass it 
before the thing inside became aware of 
his presence. Something crept stealthily 
about the room. With a sudden impulse 
the door, 


turned the key in 


he eaught the handle of and 


closing it violently, the 
lock, and ran madly down the stairs. 

A fearful 
and a heavy hand beat upon the panels 
of the door. The house the 
blows, but above them sounded the loud 
Burleigh, 


ery sounded from the room, 


rang with 


hoarse cries of a human fear. 
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scene which was to follow. Exc« 


‘ 


the stumbling oft the men and the 
1f the prisoner’s breath, ther 
no noise. A helmet fell off and bou 
and rolled along the floor. The mer 
1 sobbing snarl and a 
A tall fgure rose from h 
n his knees, still held the 


Increas¢ d t 
I ’ain’t been 


1utes altogether. By 


Phe reek regarde 


| r 


, 
nandes 


he said, de sperat lv. 
ant, following th 
‘icken black ey 
sergea Then, with 


t, hurled hi fat tion, ragged away 


open. leigh, wi a sharp cry 


need cate 


Ing be h nd he ad away. 
dash for it, and the next He pushed him into a ehair, and « 


locked to- ing the room, poured out a gl: 


ree rie mn we r¢ 
whiskey and brought it to him. 


the doorway, glass rattled rainst his teeth, but 


ag 
himself for the drank it greedily, and then groaned fa 














d to the prisoner 
You damned vil Y 
He was dead wh 1 « e in the 
gentlemen,” said e ] ( 
uously. He was on the floor dead 
when I set in I tried to ge out 
ip me he was You hear e Call 
sir. 1 shouldn’t ha’ ealled on f I'd 
d him.” 
All right said e sergeal eru 
Ww. 
You eep quiet urged rer 
é 
i kne di d sed 
[ ’ad nothing t .” repeated 
mi oO! the floor I ad nv lung to 
wi it. I never thoug! f su ‘ 
y i've onl bee n I pi © tel 
utes; put hat d Wh, Sil 
Che sergeal groped with lett nd, 
1 picking up the Japanese sword, held 
it him 
I’ve never se before said the 
ner, struggling 
It used to hang on the al said 
leigh. “ He must hav d it 
v1 It was on the wall when I left 
etecher a little while go.” 
How long?” inquired the sergeat 
Perhaps al hour, pe rhaps half in 
r,’ was the reply. = 7 vent my 
room.’ 
ine mé ‘| f] = ead 
regarded | ! ly 
You done it!” he eried, fierce * You 
e it ( 1 want 1 ( I 
That ‘ll d said the dig? t cor 
The sergeant let h burden gently t 
e floor again. 
“You hold your tongue, you de ri 


d, me nacingly. 
He erossed to the 
ic 


rit into 
hand. Then 


spl 


he 


crossed to Burk 


d 





a 2 


table and poured a 


took 


7 
and 


lox 
cle 


ass it In 
put it 


“igh. 


Fee Y De ‘ Si] ‘ . 
Phe led 
You won't wai S i 
Said the sere nt 
He pointed the pis ‘ f 
other still held, and t | 
ge) put it into his ] 


al ll tL ‘ T Pp ) 
a Vise whipped out nin m ho 
pocke something hard and cold, wl 
snapped suddenly o1 su | \ 

, eld them fast 

* That ) ht ‘ ' ey 

eep quie 

[he constable turned 1 ™ 

| LK¢ these thi >. ! ! chok | 
i LH: e you gone mad / | ( ne oft ! 
All in good time,” said the sergeant. 
lake them off!” cried Burleigh again. 

For answe the serg © k him i 
i powerful grip, and sta steadily at 
his white tac nd goles m1? eves. forced 
him to the other end of t l n ‘ 
pushed him into a chair. 

oe I he d, pir 

Sir?” said the ast shed subordinate 

Rut t tl ao l tne rii¢ nara 
s vou ¢ ! said the This 
nan iw? / 

As the man left the e sergeal 
took up the glass S] he had poured 
out, and kneeling down by Fletcher again 
raised his head and tried to pour a littl 
down h thr t surle sitti nh 
corner, watched lke one trance iar 

iw the constable retur h tl breath 
less surgeon, saw the three men bending 
ver Fle er, and then sav e eyes of 
he dying mat pen and the ps of tl 
aving mah move He was Consc1ous that 





ome notes in a pocket 
ved 


Tow 


him 


ards 


weil ¢ 


S¢ 


Th 
him and ] aced his hand 
| obed to the tou 


ree 17 stepped 


n his s] oulder 


and 
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BY MARY APPLEWHITE BACON 


Y the coming of the railroad, Green- 
ville lost its exclusiveness, its pov- 
erty, and its private schools. Its 

past was symbolized in the two prim 
little “‘ academies,” deserted in their 
weedy enclosures, and in the dozen or 
more two-story white houses with wide 
piazzas, falling into dignified decay be- 
hind avenues of cedars or magnolias. 
Across the railroad track were the dwel- 
lings of many colors, the new churches, 
the brick stores, and the cotton-mills, 
erected on farm-lands that had been 
bought for a song. 

When the public schools were opened, 
Miss Fannie Harrell was elected to a 
place in them, because she belonged to 
one of the old families (although, ex- 
cept an invalid brother, all her kin were 
scattered and dead), and because Colonel 
Avery said she had to be. From the first, 
Mr. Wilson, the superintendent, regarded 
her with suspicion. Her pupils were 
often disorderly; they were never un- 
happy except when Mr. Wilson had made 
a visit and left a little note on Miss 
Harrell’s desk. 

One dismal January morning, cold and 
rainy, the assistant principal met Mr. 
Wilson coming out of Miss Harrell’s 
room, his face white with wrath. Even 


; 
I 


or that room the confusion was dire. 
Miss Fannie was down on her knees near 
the stove before a miserable-looking lit- 

boy, pulling off his wet shoes and 
stockings, and rubbing his thin feet 
with her small checked shawl. 

“What a good heart Miss Harrell 
has!” Miss Adams said softly to the 
superintendent as she turned away from 
the open door. 

“Oh yes, she is all heart,” he said, try- 

be just, but too angry to refrain 
om sarcasm 

But these more awful exhibitions of 
Miss Fannie’s unfitness for teaching be- 
came less frequent as time went by, 
though oeecasional reminders of them oc- 


curred as long as she remained wit! 
Perhaps her failures in this respect \ 
more than counterbalanced by M 
Mill’s superiority. Miss Mill was 


1 


finished product of a system of sch 


in the neighboring city. She had 


tered those schools at the age of 
been promoted every year, her name 
pearing as regularly on the honor 
published once a month in the lead 
daily paper; graduated at the h 
school when she was eighteen, 

“ cadetted ” a half-year in the room 
famous disciplinarian. Why should 
not have been principal of the Wal 
Street school, and have known all ab 
teaching? The one thing in the Gree 
ville schools which she could never 
over was that so old-fashioned a tea 
as Miss Harrell should have been all 
ed a place in them. I never thoug 
Miss Fannie stupid except in the N 
mal Class, which Miss Mill conduct 
onee a month for the improvement 
the under-teachers. There Miss H 
rell’s excited remarks and _irreleva 
questions were trying to her friends, a 
must have been exasperating to her f 
Yet she was always Miss Mill’s w 
supporter, and often enlarged on 
merits. 

I once spoke to Mr. Wilson of M 
Fannie’s refreshing originality. He lo 
ed bored, 

“Tt is her greatest drawback,” he sa 
“She cannot be satisfied to teach nu 
bers uniformly with sticks or eubes; s 
must have china dolls an inch long, 
tin soldiers in paper tents, and fifty ot! 
things to distract the children’s mit 
from what they are supposed to be lear 
ing. She is always teaching them son 
thing not in the prescribed course 
study. Her pupils are never up w 
those from the other second grades.” 

But then neither were they up wit 
the other pupils in a rage for high mar! 
and being on the honor roll, Miss Fann 





the 





rest of 


going 


dy 


somebody, 


onies f« 
ve got 


‘Wel 


‘, 





I try 
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you are, about 


to 


I did use to suff 
r fear of being dropped, but 
that 
to do my duty.” 


tell 


else’s. 


over now, althoug! 


why you t: 


then, 


me, 


rise or fall: whether any 


r| 
1 


er having taught them the value of 
h distinctions. Many of them cam 
veross the river, where the fact ry 
ple lived in he uses exactTl allke 
rooms, unceiled, inpainted ii it 
it oT steps le id hg d W ( I Y 
el l rrol iInother the sma 
n pl t in the rear Miss Harr 
he onlv teacher who ever went t 
neighborhood. 
Miss Fan ie,” I Ss id { ner ¢ lay, 
s a shame for you be key eve 
second grade You be 
d as é her tea are 
Oh, I like the grade e replied, 
| like tea hn t Ss } ot the 
h ugh the | 2 Ss ither | id 
( er \ see, Bert] I 
kk vi ini\ th 2 l t S¢ ew 
I ng as you l piris ¢ 
brought up to learn t s myself, 
hen ecite em ( eacher 
s 1 tu 
1 all those r 
en used <¢ 
| g ha. y ft " 
im ) hi at Mada i 
rey’s finishing-school, where I sup- 
nobody ever thought of con . 
ation with pul schools, or with 
hing else of a sti tly useful charac- 
Think of Italian songs and wax 
s and French econvers: n, then 
hese publie schools, with their phon- 
and language and number stories! 
I had never heard the words, at 
in their present SK Mr. Wil- 
s patience with me, considering his 
Ss Ol edueatii ! 3 yu Hee! V¢ 
ful.” 
But the sal: ! late 
she pulled it the ff ot ( 
kirt Evervbody else was ‘ 
( untrimmed skirts And M 
nie’s odd little figure looked queerer 
ever in her old-fashioned clot 
Forty dollars a month isn’t mu 
admitted; “ but then my place has its 
mpensations. I am never disturbed 


wants my place, or whether I can 





so much from those mis« ‘ e Tl 
bees. and how vou can endur lister 
to their rich, ill-bred mother when shi 
comes to you with complaints.” 


Miss | annie 


looked distressed 


é ] 


Said, ~*~ their mothe ‘ 
I pporti ty ( adm 
ners ind the r tather, vé \ 
atne! oversee! he children will in 
prove is they get ol And hev d 
wear su pretty pereale bode 
and such n little trous« You ean 
i comtort it Is teach s\ 
sweetl are ( 1 childre 
As Mr. Wilson said Ss us 
argue \ h Miss Harre she ised 
let her pupils, espe factor 
children e home over ( keep 
2 e !I ‘ she mac 
lu their es ! Mad 
boug! she eve { l nything 
The merchants and th = 
let he um ‘ the | ( ind 
t wi a} lik ec atl } ve 
rhe is headless dogs and t i cats 
there vas alway pler \ I La 1 pa 
per and colored chalk. Out « 1¢] 
materials she put together, a nfinite 
expense f time and pains, curiou 
thing ‘ h disgusted M Mill and 
delighted ( ch ldren Even now 
visitor in East Greenville would be likely 
to find some of those strange products 
of Miss Harrell’s genius hanging ove) 
the I antel-piec or the lo ing glass 
dusty and fly-specked, but di 
I told her one day atter hnearil lel 
break 1 » the pen hip tess th 
un enchanting story ( wht tt 
write. 
I know . I do 
I’ve vasted quires of paper l 


ries, nov I< 

She colored and laugh« littl at 
wish I eould, but it’s t late nov | 
Sec! to have started life om ( ind 
never can catch up.” 

But vou are always making up some 
pretty song or story f the hildrei 
Why not put these things in print 4 

She shook her black curl Writings 
and telling are two different things 


Beside 8, I 


have to 


haven’t ti 


a 99 
make a ilving. 
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Such a poor little living as it was, and 
shared at that by the invalid brother! 
The very house they lived in had once 
belonged to one of Dr. Harrell’s servants, 
who had received it as a legacy from the 
doctor, and then actually willed it back 

Miss Fannie. 

But a September morning came when 
Walker Street school opened with a new 
teacher, a girl of seventeen, in charge of 
the second grade. The poor lame knee 
had given out at last. Miss Fannie 


woul | never walk any more. 

“It is really surprising,” Mr. Wilson 
remarked at the end of the third week, 
“how well Miss Harrell had become 
adapted to her work. I fear we shall 
never find any one who ean exactly fill 
her place.” 

The rest of us thought so too. There 
was no one to find out our good points 
and talk about them, and it became sur 
prisingly easy, in he r abse nee, to diseove r 
each other’s weak ones. We lost con 
fidence in ourselves, in the management 
of the school, in the perennial goodness 


| 
t 


1 


fh} 


as a public school in the State. 


ac- 


Even Miss Mill 


and discussed pity- 


school-children. 
<nowledged our loss, 
the 


f 
I 


ngly with us how two invalids were 
o live. 

I 
Avery. 


s10n, , 


Colonel 
ive her a pen- 
think how 


carried the question to 


“ They 


stormed. 


oO 


to 
he To 
as worked for years over those wretched 
We 


he f re 


ought 
she 
thousand times 
a thing 
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better of 
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to work them to death and then turn 
them out to die.” 


doesn’t do so now,” I replied, with 


dignity. “If we keep our health and 
are ect nomiecal, we can save something 
for old re just as other people do.” 


ag 
looked his contempt and ineredu- 


Te 


litv. “When you get sick you have to 
pay a substitute out of your munificent 
salary. I suppose your doctor has to go 


When our teacher was ill—the 
one who children and Dr. 
Harrell’s Judge Hutehin- 
son’s daughter took charge of the school, 
Dr. Har- 
rell never thought of presenting a bill. 


unpaid. 


taught my 


my son or 


and the teacher’s pay went on. 


But I suppose this public-school business 


you all want. There ought to 
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be a pension somewhere in the macl 
The Colonel out the 


fine scorn. 


brought words 


| went to see her she £T 


But when 


ed me exultantly. “ Just to think,” 
eried, “two of the high-school teac!] 
have agreed to give me their com 
tion-books to correct, and pay me 
for doing it. And 1 am sure when 


known that I want such work, I can 


all I wish. So, instead of having 
tramp through the mud and dust 
school, I can just lie here and cor 
books all day long.” 

“T would die first!” I said, extra 
gantly. “ My own papers nearly y 
me out. It is the hardest part 


teacher’s work.” 


“Oh, well,” she answered, seren: 
“vou are not fond of such work, ar 
am. Exercise-books always interest 

they are so full of variety.” 

Her old boys earried the books | 
and forth for her, and quarrelled 
the privilege. Indeed, a special apy 


to be made to the children she 


had 


taught not to go to see her too of 
nor stay too long. Miss Mill wanted 
add that they must not take her pl 
ents, because they loaded into her ro 


so much rubbish; but we at last decid 


to leave that matter with her and 
children. She had shown a good m: 
of the tactoryv people how to eultiv 


the hardy annuals, and the products 


flower - gardens now accumulat: 


as they used to lit 


their 
about her bed, just 
up her desk at school. 

In the spring some child brought 


one day a branch of the wild sweet-br 
rose. 

“Tt is just like you,” I said—* sin 
and sweet and dear.” 

She smiled a little. “ No; it is | 
Bessie Conger, with her pretty che 


and childlike ways = 

The faney seemed to please her, 
she was quiet for several minut 
“You ean find a flower to match ev 
of us,” she said at last. It toucl 


me to see how she seemed always to 


one 


gard the teachers, so often at strife w 
one another, as a united family in whi 
as one otherwise a solitary, she was g! 
to herself. “ Miss Mill, now, is | 
a tall lily,” she continued; “and Em: 


Wallace makes one think of the swe: 
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himself had barely seen the documents, I saw an aged, half-blind imbee 





which were, in his opinion, extremely off with the mail-bag one morning it 

curious, many of them being inscribed borne in upon me that letter - wi 

n sheets of metal, and even in a few in might with wisdom be deferred. P 

stances on leaves seemed surprised at my disapproval of 
The post-office and telegraph bureau mail-carrier. She was a poor ecreatu 

contributed by France were not to be unfit for better work, and the pitta 

taken too serious thus gained 
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rived the following eight hours 
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next 
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a child who 





rolled the 


mmon playground, or she 


superiority in 
territories of her empire. 
Ellen extended 


tarily, for 


he rs, 


for power in her. 

On 
seated herself 
orth from the 


morning 
at 


her first at 


he r de sk 


golden cloud o 
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has 
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hool 


spring 
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d rebelled against, and her littl 


dust 
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though 
there was no conscious thirst 


in 


‘hoe 


and 
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he r 


Elle hn 
Whe1 


reigned 


undisputed sovereign 


t\ at home takes her 
Dlace among other chil 
dren at school, one of 
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PART IV. 


full of inn 


he r 


her eves 


templation, 


gravely drooping. She 
little girl who sat hot lar fro 
her, since she had been often 


vited to tea at her house with her 
mother. Phe littl girl’s) name 
was Floretta Vining Floretta 
was built on the seale of a fairy, 
with tiny fine waxen features, a 
little tossing mane of flaxen hain 
eyes a most lovely and_ perfect 


blue, with no more depth in them 


than in the blue of china, and an 
expression of the sweetest and 
most innocent inanity and irre 
sponsibility Nobody ever ex 
pected anything of this little 
Floretta Vining. She was al 
Wavs a negative success. She niled 
around from the foot of her curving 
class, and never had her lessons; but 
she never disobeyed the rules, except that 


of punctuality. 


Floretta was lat Ellen’s first morning 


at school. She came daintily up the 


on one little 
and 


taste 


aisle, a cheap bangle Wrist 
tinkling 
thi 


abun 


slim hand, 
had a 

The re Was an 
Flore tta’s 
a superfluous sash 
Floretta 
ler litt 


slipping over a 


Floretta’s mother for 


che aply decorative. 


dance of coarse lace on frock, 


and she wort which was 


not too fresh. toed out exces- 


sive ly, her slen feet pointing out 


sharply, almost at right angle s with each 


other, and Ellen admired her for that. 
She watched her coming, planting each 
foot as carefully and precisely as a bird, 
her lace frills flouncing up and down, 
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she did distu Eller 
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relaxed | ver her 

( Hy plu I hich ¢ inne 
curls in a beautiful bow fired hi 

mi Abby Atkins cared 
for personal ornament. tl 
but sl ed her just 
| t ( VW id. Q 
watelhe ehanes Ellen w 
ed | n admit eircle of | 
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u fon he 
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secre hands. Abl 
She’s an ugly little thing 

big girls among themselves, as t 
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upon Ellen 
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wrath, 
a head taller, and proportior 


soon have expected to tossed her yellow 


She simply took Abby \t 


feet and seated her on the ground. 
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I'd | ( 1 | d fu | | 
In’t hev had Inst ( | ‘ 
1 Mau nad ¢ | a Atk 
u ( l g u ( | 
: ( e, A At . up thev have at 
; ere \ } here’ S ry } nad 
‘You g ng eturned Abl eir her's beer lin 
1 re ned | ( 1 sl =% n may as well begin he ear 
small skirts energeti \ But, « hold out, and be intimate th then 
isly enough, | ersol re ag hat will be intimate with her va 
I Vanished said, 1 her b erly i Ss married 
At th noon recess she gave Ellen by me, and living with Jim and 
sound halt ! | lwin his n 
e which she had brought r lu Elle : ( ung nd 
nd watched her bite in t—w!l , mtider n love have new aff ns 
n did readilv. for sh is not a child plunge het { nvthing but delight- 
cherish enmit' th an odd triumph. ful sort of ante-blossom tumult. There 
The other half an ’s all was no suspense, no doubt, no jealous) 
said Abby Atkins. flinging it nly utter acquiescence of single-hearted 
ness, admiration, and trust. She thought 
Then u ought to h cept th Abby Atkins and Floretta Vining lov 
Ellen cried out, holding toward her the and dependable; she parted from them at 
minus e livtle bite But Abby night hout a pang, and looked forward 
\tkins shov her head forcibly. Tha blissfully to the meeting neé morning 
whv I] , to vou,” said. she lso had sentiments equally peaceful 
Say, didn’t you never have to tie up pronounced, though nstinetively 
1! hair with a shoestring ?? Ellen more secret \ ird (rral ( Jov. She 
her head. looking he ndet used to glance over toward the boys 
oly Then, with a sudden impulse, she sce d meet his sidelong bi: eves 
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eare. Vd est is lief wear the n 
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urned, stoutly 1 shoestring is a ears, said hi ee, and Ellen looked 
vood deal better to tie the hair witl | her witl half-stupid mdet ‘Tlis 
n’t want vour blue ribbon: I don’t want first nar begins \ G and his 
blue ribbon unless it’s mine las ha J Flor ered, and 
‘It would be vours if I give it to you Ellen « nued to look her with the 
Ellen declared, with blue eyes of astonisl st suspicion of a blush, because she 
ent and conster n upol his vei had feminine instinet th t blush was 
little girl in order because she knew of any 
es t Wwe ild mainta ned Abl \ re l I 
Atkins He is said Floretta, with another 
But it ended two girls, with exceedingly foolish giggle. “My! you 
t wonderful and inexplicable adjust ire as red as a beet 
ment of childhood int eg ‘T ain’t old enough to have a beau.” 
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This atmospl 
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‘ than hy 
ed. sinc 


Was draw L1ise 


his precious 


w how her aunt 


and her unel 
a m were gett 
l greater! ad 
eulties every da 
but she was. to 
sensitive not to be 


of disturb- 


ware 


nees which wer 
not n direct cor 

tact with herself. 
She never forgot 


what she had over You G 
that 
ter Llovd’s had 
shut 


like a_ blot 


consciousness of 


always 
face of her 
evident to all 
She 


down: it 
the 
re, and 


was 





upon 
her distances of 
overheard, as then, 


hought. often 


those loud, dissenting voices of her fa- 
ther and his friends in the 
to bed; and th hn, too, 

her a good deal. 
folks 


own 


sitting-room, 
fter she had gone 

Abby Atkins told 
“It’s awful the way them rich 

treat us,” said Abby Atkins. “ They 
the shops and every thing, and take all the 
money, and let our folks do all the 
It’s awful.” 


work. 
‘But then,” continued Abby 
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(Atkins, ¢o1 rting u her |] 

\ saved | ( W 
his house, so vou I ion 
} ( VOrK My ( \ and 
hes g old ~ umpt I 
i! ‘ ‘ ys I cy 


his medicine. Then mother’s sick a good 
deal too, and has to have medicine. We 
to have 
anythin 


have than ’most 
don’t hardly ever 

and it’s all the 
folks.” Abby Atkins 


tragic climax and a 


more medicine 


hy else, and W 


have a 
fault « 
wound up 


vy pie or cake, 


f them rich 


with A 


fierce roll of her black eves. 
That evening Ellen went in to see her 
grandmother, and was prest nted with 


okie Ss, which she did not eat 
é“ Why don’t 
Zelotes asked. 


some ce 


you eat them?’ Mrs. 
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} ] , . A aoe th, 
Z iptly. be eye | u And 
hey hie RB will vet fir 1, 
ga e glass The boss no us 
pie ( lial be t] nap rie li l A 
} he | eli radk which did 1 pay s vl 
e up es e had t Whenever t \ 
} | ( ( I hues I ( u dau 
mie houg! le, Andrew s one of the fi { 





1 Ellen had ike ; One night er | o 
h afterward be Ist e home with tever spots u 
Abby Atkn ‘ 1 a curiously brig! s ! 
his eves kan gazed sl r} 


it ni Cross ie supper tabk 1 
( emula n and he dd n her knife and fork, res 
cedence ( een the he elbows on the tabl ind fixed he 
physical In Ellen ey mi dingly upon him \ 





‘ d_ fifteer t] drew Brewster, what is the matter?” s 
yped the physical, as shy Ellen turned her flowerlike f: 
Iler eves grew intense toward her father, who took a swallow 
fn, : , , 9 + \ hout 1 word, though he shuttle 
houlders ped ke his feet uneasily ‘Andrew, you 
slender to emacia “ There ain’t anything the matter,” 


hung loosely over her swered Andrew, with a sullenness stra 
d as sexless as a 1i\ ror him 

ody seemed made only “There is, too. Now, Andrew Br 
ch was flowerlike and _ ster, J n’t goin’ to be put off. Ik 


painful in shelf on account of hi: 


nh weigi or innocent times, so if ain’t that. It’s someth 
e unk tn eondit ns ne Now I want to know what it is 
she found herself At It ain’t anything 


re were ebullitions “Yes, it is. Andrew, you ought to t 
snow I ain’t afraid to be 
a kitte At those anything that vou have to bear, and 


her child nor woman; Ellen is getting old enough now, so sl 


lous thing, made up can understand, and she can’t always | 
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used sav: e er 
eC} mone | 
g it vour stocks o 
‘ nd have safe The 
ld 1 reason hit ik: ls 
not eve whet ills \| nr 
een hundred dollars o Col 
( vhich had cos hy tiftee) 
share ind left the shop — 
st horse in a Goddard bugg 
t Ss Tou ( rs 1g 11 
n had come the eontag of 


ng old, passing his peime whik 
he had }us been a) ut 

for an indefinite time, and whet 

reinstated, lt ever, it would be 


rade al d le SS pay. 





; 


n trunk-shaped box which had b 


his father. It had a key and 


e deed of his house, his savings 


hook, and his insurance policy. 


ed the key in his pocket. Far 
ver opened the | x. or | d x 
tv about it, believing that she was 


ted with its contents; but now, 











DOORSTEP OUTSIDE, AND HEARD THE TALKING 








THE 


He was a much more devoted 


rtune. 
lave than those who had long wooed her. 
Ile had always taken nothing but the 


ncipal newspaper published in Rowe, 
but now he subscribed to a Boston pa- 
_ the one which had the fullest finan- 
| column, though Fanny exclaimed at 
s extravagance. 


{long in midsummer, in the midst 
Ellen’s vacation, the mining stock 
pped fast, a point or more a day. 
\ndrew’s heart began to sink, though he 


He used to 
it over with the men who had advised 


is far from losing hope. 
to buy, and come home fortified. 
\ll he had to do was to be patient; the 
meant nothing wrong with the mine, 
“ It’s 
. football, first on one side and then 
ther,” said the man, “ but the foot- 
l’s there all the same, and if it’s that 
1 want, you’re all right.” 
One night when Nahum Beals and At- 
ns and John Sargent were in, Andrew 


the wrangle of speculators. 


ited this wisdom, concealing the fact 
ts personal application. He was anx- 
us to have some confirmation. 

‘T s’pose it’s about so,” he said. 

No, it 
-“ that is, not in many 
ses. There isn’t any football, that’s the 
uble. There’s nothing but the money 
lot of fools have paid for it, when it 


Then John Sargent spoke up. “ 


not so,” he said 


r existed out of their imagination.” 
“ About so,” said Nahum Beals. An- 
Atkins exchanged glances. 
tkins was at 


and 
once sympathizing and 
umphant. 
‘Lots of those things 


and to be all 


idrew, uneasily. 


appear to be 
right,” said 
“The directors keep 


Ing well, 


_ 


ing that they are in a prosperous con- 
tion, even if the stock drops.” He al- 
ist betrayed himself. 

John Sargent laughed that curious in- 
xible laugh of his. ® Lord! I know all 
out that,” said he. “TI had some once. 
rst one thing and then another came 
p to hinder the working of the mine 
1 the payments of First 
ere wasn’t any water, an unprecedented 


dividends. 


ry season in those parts, oldest inhabi- 
tants for evidence. Then there was too 
much water, no way to mine except they 
mployed professional divers, everything 
under water. Then the transportation 
was to pay, then when that was remedied 

Vor 
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the ore didn’t come out in shape to trans 
port in the rough, and had to be worked 
up on the premises, and new mills had 
to be built and new machinery put in, and 
a few little Irish dividends were collected 
for that. Then when they got the mills 
up and the machinery in, they struck an- 
other kind of ore that ought to be trans- 
ported; then there came a landslide and 
earried half the road 
it went 

ever that 


into a canon. So 
and another. If 
mine got into working 
kind of ore, water enough 
and not too much, roads 


on, one thing 
darned 
order, right 
and machinery 
all right, and everything swimming, the 
Day of Judgment would have come.” 

“Did 
it?” inquired Andrew. 

“ Anything out of it?” repeated the oth 
er. “ Yes, I got enough worldly wisdom 


you ever get anything out of 


never to buy any more mining stock, after 
I had paid 


years, and 


assessments on it for 


the 


two 


whole thing went to 
pieces.” 
said Andrew. 


up,” 


“It may come up yet,” 
“ There’s 


John Sargent. 


nothing to come said 
He had been away from 
Rowe a year, but had just returned, and 
was again boarding with Atkins, and all 
the lived on his board - money. 
Andrew and Nahum Beals were smoking 
pipes 
who smokes that he may dream; Nahum 
with furious jets, and frequent removals 


family 


Andrew gently, like a philosopher, 


of his pipe for scowling speeches. John 
Sargent did not smoke at all. He had 
left off cigars first, then even his pipe. 


He gave the money which he saved there 
by to Mrs. Atkins as a 
board-money. 


bonus on his 

The lamp burned dimly in the blue fog 
of tobacco smoke, and the windows where 
the curtains were not drawn were blanks 
Ellen the 
door-step outside and heard the talking. 
She did not understand it, 


of silvery moonlight. sat on 


nor take much 


interest in it. Their minds were fixed 
upon the way of living, and hers upon 
life itself. She could bring her sim- 


plicity to bear upon the world-old ques- 
tion of riches and poverty and labor, but 
this temporal adjunct of stocks and mar- 
kets was as yet beyond her. Her mother 


had 


alone 


gone to her aunt Eva’s, and she sat 
the the 


summer night, watching the lovely shift 


out in wide mystery of 


of radiances and shadows, as she might 
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} I aleldoscope 
ne hew ( I ha 
L \ ut « I nang 
J ( ed ( | The 
1 
( ( ~ r . 2 ( 
3 { ns¢ ( Calis 
, n the Il 
id trai It was 
The year was 
ght, but had not passed 
m were still in th 
1 not yet : iined that 


= ‘ — 

i t iu 
unseen wheels of naturé 
trend is toward the co 
' e momentum can 
4 ’ 1 the el | was 
vept onward he ah 

nd the ripening frui 
1 were eellr their 

rit n us l! i O 





ere she still lingered, sh« 
( e her, clear, shining 

( gI nd a wonderful 
( ( is over her 

! nich « nes a 

in juered souls, and 

‘ essence of truth 1n : 
ll the darkness of |i 
( ther nd that bliss 

é t she w born to 

& t ll that was to 

tha end. Her heart 

She gave a little 





y ( dappl f clouds 
eel her hands or her feet; 
e] thing except her 
eard, loud nd eet and 
stle, one of the popular 
day. It came nearer and 
n the same key with 

nts ad dreams Then 

der tigure dark against the 

th fence and she 
down ward it, with 
lf th dewy PTASS$ 

e | Granville Joy. He 


har d- 


had a 
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eager face. and Eli Sas 
her lips p ted, her taec eal . 
wh r nt 
Hu said the boy 
Hulloo, Elk h responade ill 
Granville extended one rough, | 
boyish hand over the fence, and 1 
e in it He } 
race nd the boy bent his. a } 
sed each other over the fence. 1 
the | vent ¢ street, but 
d not a ¢ 1 we 
tne 1 r-step, al oe abou 
A none of the men in the s 
r saw, pulled off one little sho 
drew forth a sprig of southernw 
ve, which is crushed unde 
I . 
[hat very day Floretta Vining 
told her that if she would put as 
n her shoe, the ver firs 
e met would be the one she was g 
t I I ind Ellen, wl was p 
nM one grade f school to anothe 
tried it 


> 


e ne Was taking tea with t 
Cynthia Lennox’s, he spoke of E 
[ have one really remarkable scl 
he 1, with a curious air of self-¢ 
lation, as if he were principally resp 
bl r it; “her name is Brewster, |] 
Good land! that must be the 


. . 
that ran away five or six vears ago 
1] 

all ii¢ 


Mrs. 


member, ¢ 


town up in arms over it,” s 
Norman Lloyd. “Don’t you 
ynthia ?” 

Yes,” replied 
ued pouring tea. 
In 


ve lines de licately, once 


Cynthia, and ¢o1 


Cynthia wi 


f 
“A 


some faces time seems 


changed. 





She was rather more « 


ing now than when one had looked 
her with any expectancy of youth, 
there was now no sense of disapp 
ment 


remember that,” said Ne 
“The child would n 
had been. 


Lloyd. 


where she A eurious case.” 


“ Well,” the schoolmaster said, “ l 
ing that childish episode out of the « 
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at 


nd. 


a 


ally remarkable mi 
boy, I should 
rough education, and a profession. I 
yuld as it if 
ar the expense, 
of 


has a re 


he were a advist 
family 
She has 


Ss 1S, ner were abie 


that in- 


ve order mind, which is wonder- 


il enough, 


though not, after all, so rare 
, girl: but in addition she has the 
al, which, according to my experi- 
( s almost unknown in a woman. 
‘ ought to have an edueat on.” 


said Risley, “ what i 


‘Bat. s the use 
educating that unfortunate child 2” 
What do you mean ?” 

“What Lsay. What is the use? There 


life > the daughter 


s in her sphe re of 


1 tactory operative in all probability 
ter-vears to be the wife of one and 
mother of others Nothing but a 
marriage can save her, and that she 
tt likely to make Milkmaids are 
e likely to make rich marriages than 
ry girls; ther s a certain savor of 
ce about milk, and the dewy mea 
and the breath of kine, but a sho 
ry is brutally realistic and unillu 


rv. Now why do you want 


poor child’s horizon 


to increase 


farther th: 


1) in ! 
et can ca her ¢ I t her to be 

od female si el n the ranks of 
to be a good wife and mother to the 

s of shoes, to wash and iron their 

rms of toil, to cook well the food 


nourish 
Look 


protit to 


h affords them the r¢ quisite 


shoes, to 


] 
tO make 


ich ] 


appreciate 


and 





s a pleasure 


makers of shoes; possibly, in the non 
t of marriage, she will make shoes 
self. The system of education in our 
ools is all wrong. It is both senseless 
| futile. Look at the children filing 
t to school, and look at their fathers, 


tiling the f 


thers too, 


mn past to ac 
vy. Look at their present, and look 
their future. And look at the trash 
ught them in their text-books—trash 
m its utter dissociation with their 
ves. You might as well teach a Zulu 
ce-work, instead of the use of the as- 
egvai.”’ 
‘Now look here, Mr. Risley,” said the 
choolmaster, his face flushing, “ is not 
[ beg your pardon, of course—this view 


yours a little narrow and ultra 
¢ You do not to establish a 
permanent factory-operative class in this 


do That 


conser- 


ative want 


country, you? is what 


your 
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R1 


theory would ultimately tend toward 
Ought not these children be given their 
chance to rise in the ranks vught they 


to tread in the 


be 
path as their fathers ?”’ 


‘IT would have th 


condemned to 


same 


tle 
unoccupied 


the Teet 


paths which 

field th 
of these men 

them unto the 


said Risk \ 


se Lit 


intersect every in 
rn by 
childt 
third and fourth gei 


“Tf not 


locality we 


and their ‘en after 


‘ ration,” 
our skilled labor ¢” 


», where 


“Oh, Mr. Risley,” said Mrs. Lloyd, 
anxiously, “ you wouldn’t want all those 
dear little children to work as hard as 
their fath rs, and not d ny better, 
vould vou?” 

‘If they don’t, who is going to mak 


ein ses, dead Ses. Led? 


schoolmaster 





at laughed h low, al 
most noiseless laugh 

“ Don’t u ow, Edward he said 
“that Mr. Risley is not in earnest, or 
rathe r that he is t 0 much in earnest, and 
speaks with the deadly intent of an an 
archist with a b mb in hi bag ¢ He Is 
the most out-and-out radical in the coun 
ry. If there were a strike, and I did 


ae a inds of 
] + 
and imported tore 


life 


not yield to the 1e oppressed, 
I don’t know 


from him.” 


gn lab TY, 


{ 


that my would be safe 


“ Then you do approve of a higher edu 
eation?” asked the schoolmaster, while 
Mrs. Lloyd stared from one to the other 
Nn be vilde rment. 

“s< if we and our posterity have to 
go barefoot,” said Risley, laughing, but 


sudden undertone of 


seriousness. 


‘I suppose everybody could get ac- 


ecustomed to going barefoot after a 
while said Mrs. Lloyd. “ Do you sup 
pose that dear little thing was barefooted 
when she ran away, Cynthia?” 

Risley ns ed f he had been 


the fact 


he 


I ean vouch f 


Mrs. 


addressed. 


Tr 


she was not, Lloyd,” said 


that 


“ They 





suld sooner have ked on red 


wi wa 
hot ploughshares themselves than let 
her.” 
“The father is getting quite an old 
man,” Norman Lloyd said, with no ap 


parent relevancy, as if he were talking 
to himself. 
All the t 


quietly sitting at the head of the table. 
When the rest of 


ime Cynthia Lennox had been 


the company had gone, 
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nad ‘ were ited I 
\) . 
/ ‘ \ betTore 2 | hire 
is a ai he urned her 
I rn tace t gd him on the erim 
y Do u ow 
l tell the r 
e child me ¢” she asked 
Becau \ od sense ¢ 
Ni ri 1 1 
at ( t he ( She wa 
han he é eauty rather record 
S cle on her face; she had 
‘ i the fT | ea tairil 
bidder he i ll of prohibi 
tion, bu ild ter his habit 


sii ( t t d col ed; she 
ughe e embarrassed laugh, 

" f r her = Well. Ly 

she ti "one rea n why I 

not speak w that I see my way clear 

, : } child and her parents 


ch I may have 
C hours’ anx- 
When she s finished the 


d her te 


few 


college. 





( ve! ed { 
} W ! l sho ot onde r iS 
eToOT thre Te ed He mates be 
elve r ransition s e 
er unqaue ing as a fellow 
traveller, and ke ‘ elves with 
he new |i e journe But El 
father and mother and grandmother 
never ceased regarding her with astonish 
ment nd a ration and something like 
While the egarded Ell with 
eu pride, they still privately re 
retted this perfection of bloom which was 
he Torerunne! lependence of the par 
Andre d d. He had 
rown older and more careworn; his mine 
} ] t ri dl vy « ice ds but he 


1 } ++ont? sahe of worl ] 


witl 


ana, 
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his wites Stance, had managed 


ng, and his secret was still safe. 
One 


ass 


day in February there was a | 


holiday. Lloyd’s was shut up for 
Norman’s broth 


and had been brou 


re ot the day. for 


St. Louis was dead, 


fellow-workmen had 
went out of 
Andrew 


fiercel) It 


stling him as he 
37 Tore 
nother voice broke in 


] 
could an 


Joseph Atkins, who was 
day. 


| ain’t goin’ to no 


said; “ guess they won't 

mine. Then he coughed. His dai 
ter Abby, who had been working in 
factory tor some time the pressed 
behind her father, and the express 


her tace was an echo of his. 
“When I strike, tha 
strike tor—to 


lay of my funeral,” said she 
ark had a ghastly flippancy, 


the rel 


tradicted by her ntense manner. 


laugh went around, and a young f« 
h hand 


with some unshaven face caught 
by the arm. 


“y j 


ou’d better strike to have the 
shut ‘ 


the day you’re married, 


Abby 


thank 


up 


he; but flung away from him. 


al 
H rd) 


n laughed harder. 


vou to let me alone, ‘I 
.’ she said, with a s! ap; and 
Abby was attractive to men in spit 


he r smallness and leanne ss and incis 


ness rf manner. She was called mig 
smart, and dry, which was the sh« p sy 
nym for witty; and her favors, poss 
because she never granted them, were 
But Abl had ne 


counted valuable. 


for lover. “Dve got all I can d 
earn my own living and the living 
them that belong to m« d sh 


é‘ 
That afternoon Andrew Brewster st 


at home, sitting in the sunny 


with his stove oven, read 
] ] 
lT Came In, and 
errand. 
Zelotes Bre wster was 


he use 


erossing 


to her son’s when she 





Kllen passing, and paused to gaze at 
with that superb pride which pertain 


self and is yet superior to it. It 
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dealized pride of her own youth It wa’n’t n hus kev g 

Vhen she proceeded again against the Fanny, with a glane her own face 

uarv gusts, it was with an uncon faded as to feature ! but in 

is aping ol! her granddaughter’s glad tensitied as t ve nd d Vv aut LiKE 

lom of gait. Mrs. Zelotes wore an old that of a dog sharpened ! htu 

ashmere scarf crossed over her bos ness of existence 

she held up her black skirts in front * Andrew t Jim,” s Eva, short 

they trailed pointedly in the rear “TI know lh n't Fam sented 
S stood well back on her heels With emphasis 

when she paused in the wind-swept * But I wouldn't swap off my husbai 

i presented a curious likeness to for a dozen of vours.” said Eva 

robin pausing for reconnoitré “Well, 1 wouldn’t sway ff mine f 

vy and Eva Tenny in the next house a thousand of yours returned Fam 

her coming sharply; and there might have been o1 

There’s Grandn Brewste1 said of the old-time tussles between the sister 

and she hid some sewing she was’ had not Eva’s violent, half-bitter sens: 

the neighbors. All such of humor averted it. She broke int 
rs wel ept from Mrs. Zelotes hard laugh. 

Look at | holding up her dress i “(Good Lord!” she said, “I dun’no’ a 
and le ng it dra n the back.” I should want thousand like Jim 
Eva. “It alway seemed to m«¢ Seenis to me it would be msiderabl 
was sol thin wrol about any wo care.” 

eld up her dress in front and Fanny began to speak, but checked her 
ag behind. self She had heard rumors regarding 

Hush,” whispered Fann “Andrew Jim T: y of late, and had flown fiercely 

hear you with denial the woman who told her, 

Eva retained the coarse beauty of and had not repeated them to her sist 
uth, but lines unalterable hard | king in the shop, and Jim 
were fixed on her forehead and at her had been out of employment for nearly a 
ith corners, and the fierce flush in her year, and livi on his wife There was 
KS Was as set as paint Her beauty a demand for girls and not for men just 
endured the siege: no guns of mis- then, so Jim loafed. His old mothe 
could iffect it but that charm cared for the house as well as she was 
evanescence which awakens tender- able, and Eva did the rest nights and 
vas gone Jim Tenny’s attection m ngs At tirst Jim had tried to help 
ied to be waning, and Eva looked at about the house-work, but Eva had inter 
rself in the glass even when bedecked ered 

h tawdry finery, and owned that she “It ain't 1 mal yor! 1d = sh 
I wonder. She strained up her “ Your mother can ve the hard part 

r into the latest perkiness of twist, of it till 1 get home I used to put 
crimped 1 curled her feathers, the money she ean irreptitiously 
tied o1 ribbons, in a stern dete nto her husband’s pockets that he might 
ation to do her part toward the fur- 1 Tec his mat | f njured, but 

hing of her ded star of attraction. she defeated her own « s | her ver 

Jim don’t a ; if he thought so much — solicitud Jim Tem began to re ] 

me, an’ I dun’no’ as | wonder,” she told that his saw | hame and igno 
sist minious hel ssness, el she would not 

Fanny looked her critically. “You have been 1xiou cover it Phe 

ean you ain't so good-lookin’ as you’ stoop of discouragement which Eva use 

sed to be?” said she to fear for his shoulders did not come 
Eva nodded bu nstead something wors the defiant 
‘Well, if that is all men eare for us!” set-ba recklessness. He took hi 

d Fanny wife’s earnings and despised himself 

‘It ain’t,” said Eva, “ only it’s the key Whenever he paid a bill, he was sure the 

t It’s like losin’ the key and not men in the tore said, the minute his ba 

ein’ abl to get in the door in conse- was turned, “It’s his wife’s money tha 

: | for that He took t loafing ( 





paid fe 
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su corners, and eying the passers-by 
with the bl impudence of regard of 
those outsid current of life. When 
his wife passed by on her way from the 
shop, he nodded to her as it she were 

trange nd presently followed her 
homeward at a distance. He would not 
ar en on the street with her if he could 


id it. If by 


h s corner ot idleness his lit- 


any chance when he was 


( rl came past, he melted away im- 
perceptibly. He could not bear it that 
the child should see him standing there 
in that company if futility and openly 
avowed inadequacy. The child was a 

en-eyed slender little girl, resembling 
neither father n mother, but looking 
rather like he paternal grandmother, 


who was a fair, attenuated woman, with 

intelligence which had sharpened on 
anything more legiti- 
unnatural 


Eva had 


in the naming of her child 


mate, and worn her out by the 
riction The little Amabel for 
was an old-fashioved-looking child in 
spite of Iva’s careful decoration of the 
little figure n the 
which she ec 
Jim had n driving in 
ham with Aggie Morse several 
Morse had 


Bemis, Jim’s old sweetheart. 


best childish fine ry 
uld muster. 

been se 
times 
Aggie 


She had 


been 


married a well-to-do merchant in Wen- 

ham, who had died six months before and 

left her with considerable property. It 

was her own smart little turnout in which 
had bh seen with Jim. 

I tle \mabel was reading a child’s 
book at another window When Mrs. 
Zelotes entered she eyed her with the 
harpness, and inserutable conclusions 


eretrom, oT a kitten, the n turned a 


her book. 
When Mrs. Zelotes had greeted her 
aughter-in-law and Eva, she looked with 


ient at Amabel. 

“ When I was a little girl I should have 
been punished if I hadn't and 
curtsied and said good-afternoon when 


company came in,” she 


disappointn 


vot 


up 


severel 


remarked, 
Mrs. Brewster 


*Get up an’ speak to 


rid, 


quickly, with an an- 

rry note in her voice for the old lady, 
and a tender one for the child. 

Amabel was not a favorite outside of 

her own family People used to stare 

hast at her unexpected questions and 
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demands delivered in a shrill clarion 
from summit of childish 
and they said she was a queer child. 
But Ellen adored the little Ama 
Presently, when she returned from h 


some Wisd 


errand downtown, she cried out w 
delight when she saw her: and 


child ran to meet her, and clung to h 
flaxen head snuggled close 
Ellen caught the child 
seated herself, and sat cuddling her as s 

used to cuddle her doll. 

‘You dear little thing!” she murmu 
ed, “ you dear little thing! You did co 
to see And the cl 
gazed up in the young girl’s face wit! 
rapt expression. 

Mrs. Zelotes kept looking at the ty 
with pride in Ellen and disapproval 
her caresses of the child. 


with her 


her neck. 


Ellen, didn’t you?” 


© Sex ms To 
, 
you might speak to your own folks as w 
as to have no eyes for anybody but t 
child,” she said finally. 
“Why, grandma, I spoke 
little 


to you ju 
Ellen. “ } 


few 


returned 
[ saw you just a 


while ago,” 
know minutes | 
Ellen straig 


and beg 


fore I went down town.” 


ened the child on her 





to try to twist her soft straight fla» 
locks into curls. Andrew lounged 


and sat down and 


fondly. 


1e kitchen 
Ellen 
were a splendid color from her walk 
the cold her t 


ples caught the light from the windo 


from tl 


garded The girl’s e 


et 


wind; her hair around 


and seemed to wreathe her head wit} 


vellow flame. She tossed the child ab« 
with lithe whose ey 


voung arms, 


suggested reserves of tend 


motion 1 
strength. Ellen was more beautiful th 
she had ever been before, and vet soni 
thing thou: 
Ferd atl nce the lines for 
only temporarily, since ie lines tor 


still there. \ 


dreaminess 


was from her face, 


gone 
vanished meaning 
the 


poetry of her face were gone, for the g 


were 


introspection and 


was, for the time, overbalanced on 1 
physical side of her life. The joy 
existence for itself alone was intoxicatil 


her. The innocent frivolities of her s 


had seized the 


which had not vet reached her brain 1 


her too, and instin« 
gone farther than her bounding pulses 
“Ellen is real fond 
Fanny often said to Andrew. H 
only laughed at that. “ Well, 


birds like feathers, and no won- 


youth. getting 
dress,” 


prett 


pretty 
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s she had be 


ust d to conte 


and 


nh an expres 

nimosity as h 
ire could venture 

hh did I a 








said he But he did 1 il 
Fanny added that Ellen seeme ( 
more about s than she used 
ihere was s ce a DOYN l the 
School wl WV not Ellen’s | 
It was a rious happening in 

( vine | | a} Was ne! 
at cs at ‘ St iff ol W en 
made n she had beer and 
be thereatt t she was the ul 
f so many ery mornil wher 
ered the se l m \ re 
a glior multiple ¢ leals 
one could | how many boyish 
s. Floretta ning begat mi- 
er, and kept se to Ellen with 
est dip] ni na sne might 
y catch some of the cruml Oot at 
which fel m Ellen’s full table. 
when some ppy boy had seeured 
t monopoly of Ell his rival took 
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ate as much with 

Atl Ss Abby 

the I } ~ iy len 
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ght full 


hat night was very cold, a n 





; of ie fierce white glitter of frost and 
moonlight, and raging with a turbulence 
of winds Ellen lay awake listening to 

i them Present! between the whistles 

f the wind she heard anothe1 


a familiar 


yi pe m a She sprang 
ed and peeped from her window, 

| there was a dark slight figure out 
he vard, and he was looking up at 
vind whistling Shame, and 





and also exultation, which over- 

ed th both, stirred within th 

cl is brea She had read of things 

H like this Here was her boy lover com 
) ing out this bitter night just for the sake 
looking up at her window. She 

idored him for it Then she heard a 

low raised with a violent rasp across 

vard, and saw her grandmother’s 

nightcapped head thrust forth. She 

heard her shrill imperious voice call 

l quite distinetly, “ Boy, who be 
ou? 

Che lovelorn whistler ceased his pipe, 
and evide ntly had he consulted h s own 
discretion would have shown a pair of 
1 heels, but he walked bravely up to 

e window and the nightcapped head, 

d replied len could not hear what 
he said, but she distinguished plainly 

ugh her grandmother’s concluding re- 

G me cried Mrs. Zelotes; ro 

me jest as fast as vou can, and g ) 

1. Go home! Mrs. Zelotes made a 

ent I ¢ motion with her hands 


were a Cat 


ny é ope ved However, 
Ellen heard his brave retreating whistle 
1 ’ 
ar down the road, as soon as he was sate 


rom her grandmother’s espionage. 


e first time n her life a violent rage 
nst her grandmother possessed the 
She mad 1 motion to dress her- 

‘ to go ove nd demand a recko 
ng that moment, but she went back to 
bed, and lav awake with a fervor of 
ung love, roused into flame by _ op- 
pos ! swelling high in her heart. 
Bu e next rnoon, after school, 


o Granville Joy’s great. bliss 
' 
| 


nt, insinuated herself, 
vith a ess \V ch was strange for her, 
ugh e crowd of outgoing scholars, 


had he not 


was a modest 


him, and presently, 


been so incredulous—for he 
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boy—he 


] 
Vol 


would have said it was with 


ition of his own that he found hims 
the street her. A 


house, wl 


walking down with 


when they reached his 


was only half-way to her own, she loo 





at him with such a wistful surprise 
he motioned to leave her that he ec 
not mistake it, and he walked on at 
side quite to her own house. Gran) 
Joy was a gentle boy, young for his 
which was a year more than Ell 


He had a 


really 


girl’s, 
loved | 


admit 


face as fair as a 


Women all 


schoolgirls 


beautiful. 


and the raised an 


treble chorus 


in his praise whenever 
Ile 


hervous 


narrne I 
( ffeminacy by 


was spoken. was saved 


impulses wl 
manly dar 


passed for sustained 


‘Ile once licked a boy a third big 
than he Was, and you needn’t call | 
sissy,’ one girl said once to a deery 


friend. But that deed of valor was 
the kind which Granville 
ever performed, had 


volition not of 


only one of 
since he been ur 


to it by some persist 
and permanent standing. To-day, as 
boy and girl neared Mrs. Zelotes’s hou 
Granville 
shrinking before the 


old 


knew of 


+ 


was conscious of an inw 
remembrance of 
lady. He 


rout, 
the V 


terrible wondered if | 
that he ne 


passed he 


len his but 
ed every minute 
slide of 


voice, wh ch 


ascertained. expt 
to hear the grating 
that 


inti 


ward the window, and 


had in it a terrible 
will. Granville | 


tion of feminine 


a mother as gentle as himself, wl 
he resembled, 
strength of her own conviction upon 
filled him 


anomalous. He 


and a woman with 


1 
with awe as of someth 


wondered uneasily wl 
he should do if the old lady were to ha 
him and eall him to an account 


agall 


it would be a more manly ecoul 


to face her, or to obey since she was | 
len’s grandmother. He kept an une: 
eye upon the house, and presently, wh 
he saw the well-remembered stern 





profile at the window, he quailed a litt 
But Ellen for the first time in her life t 

his arm, and the two marched past und 
the fire of Mrs. Zelotes’s gaze. Ellen | 
retaliated, natural 
under the 


but as 
conditions of her life at 


not nobly, 


{ime as the branch of a tree blows 
before the west wind. 
[TO BE CONTINUED. | 
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I I | A le fror the 1 
al. | toward , , 
wht of e probable « 
‘ 1 their next meetin hie , 
bitte 1 wondered what Rit 
~ | ] tyy >} 
‘ ch loeal vpitied | 
t | him, would thir | ( 
The next mor e tu 
lance swept. the | 
e cloud ere beine driver bout 1 





ind was bli 


Wihe a 


vn in the southwest it was roaring 
only a tornado can roar. The prair 

s covered with clouds of dust. Thi 
evelone was moving. As he watehed 

suddenly tlashed upon him that tl 
girl might n have gone to the farn 

hat she might be at the school-hous 
though the session of the day was lor 
since ve! The school-house lay off 1 
the southwest, not far from the path 
he storm Ilis face turned white. II 
sprang down the bank of the dry river 

hn instant, ran rapidly across if, scral 
bled up the bluff on the other side, a 
disappeared over the nearest hillock. 

Phe hool-house was situated on a 
little plateau on one of the hills about a 
quarter of a mile away. It was surround 
ed by trees, and was in full view as he 
ran down the hill Lk had been an ath 
lete hn his ¢ lleg davs, and he had 


hot 


small hurricane 





ming prayed Ml 
f ( ered that he had met B 
his ! V1 l nine l t 
vl | ly) ress hi ly 
ld th the vould be there alon 
\t vr t thie | Cul she u | } 
< a una ( thie thre tel £ | 
Cl gr Wi hy Pp} tured t himself \l 
vin riding madly up like a hei tf fiet 
n. summon the young girl, and bear 
ther av t nT he gullies, i | 
ut uld be found ( if the evel 
ds eir direction In spite of hims 
i fierce ng of jealousy shot throu 
it his | nd he raged at the unlucky 
e  inerde vhich had deprived him | 
r horse though had not been for 
t sg 1 he would | elt no pai 
( usy or anything else—hard « 
ke | thy =] vp ot cont il bull S 
the heart being an effectual stifle 
t ery cy 
The rain was falling faster now, a1 











A WHIRLWIN 


Weighted with 


rgotten how to sprint. 

savy boots, canvas riding-trousers, his 
15’ and eartridge-belt, he yet ran as he 
id never run on Franklin Field. The 
xm was before him. He could see that 
som of destruction bounding over the 
‘ound. Fences here and there were 
ttered like match sticks; a deserted 
dpin vanished as he ran. It was miles 
iv, of course, but sweeping around 


bola. It 


contour of the 


him in a great 
be deflected by the 


para 


und and blow itself out harmlessly on 
pen plains, but if it continued its 

sent course it would infallibly sweep 

r the school-house; and then, if she 
there—God help her! 

He ran like mad, the cyclone coming 


er and nearer. Pre sently he reached 
door. Without waiting to unlatch it, 
Hung himself against it and burst it 
The girl was alone in the room; 
is seated at her desk by the window 


small] She 


ing to her tTeet 


ng at a photograph. 
scream as 
into the room. Instinct- 
little ecard into the 


In two leaps Win 


with a 
nthrop burst 


ly she slipped the 


som of her dress. 





yp was by her side. Seizing her by 
arm, he exclaimed: 

Come! A _ eyelone We must run 
life!” 

She was half dazed by the suddenness 


his entrance, and he alm« 


th The 
The g 


eyclone Wi 


st carried her 
black 
funnel-shaped 
l ke a 
shrill 
Lightning 
filled 


faint re- 


1e door. heavens were 


th terror. loomy 


ud 


leano, 


oT the is 


roaring 


through which a strange 
ickling could be heard. 
hed fr it, the 


th muttered thunder, 


ym and air was 


W hose 


rberations were drowned in the deep 
pason of the storm. Around the foot 
the cloud, perhaps a mile away, the 
ist and débris of the earth hovered in 


cloud of whirling white and 
Winthrop threw one glance the 


The girl screamed 


gchastly 
ay. at 
pproaching tempest. 
nd shuddered. He picked her up in his 
to get out of the path of 


rms and ran 


Though he knew 





o if possible. 


he ¢ na 
e torn 


at the effort would be fruitless, it was 

etter to move on than to stand still. 

he storm was now only a mile away. 
gone a few feet, Marvin 


Before he had 
I] He had reach 


there, 


illoped up on his horse. 
1 the finding 


10 


no one 


farm, and 


No 


Vou 


CIIT 613 
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had raced for th school The broneo 
was panting like a steam-engine; he had 


to death. 


blood, 


flaked chest was heaving and quivering 


ilis flanks 
his 


been ridden nearly 


were covered with and foam 


in a struggle for breath. There was no 
time to be lost. 
‘Give her to me,” eried 
It was the only chance, and Winthrop 
lifted 


one breath for 


Marvin. 


instantly, thanking God 1 
safety, and that 
her belong to Mar 
Grier hitherto had 


her up 


her he 
to 


Alice 


live 


would not 
vin in another. 


been hesitating between her two suitors. 
Neither could say that he had won her 
affection. Perhaps she could not have 


herself. 


cl col 


hosen 


As heard the 
I heart decided. 


frantica 


loquy, however, 
No!” she 
to Winthrop; 
Marvin 
self from the 
throp. Che Eastern n 
“Tt’s her only el 
Marvin. “ Hurry!” 
Winthrop sprang into the saddle, 


lly 


cling ng 
leave him 
He flung him 


and nodded to Win 


back. 


“T cannot 
acted promptly 
saddle 
ian hung 

exclaimed 


nce 


lifted 


the girl to the saddl bow, and struck 
the spur into the broneo. There was a 
wild ride for a moment or two, a horse 
that stumbled on the edge of a deep 
gully, two people thrown to the soft 
earth and rolled heavily to the bottom, 
unhurt, and the storm was upon them. 
It as as black as midnight and as 
till as death at the bottom of the ravine 
wher he two crouched into each other’s 


them, the roar of an Inferno 


arms it Ve 

It. was gone as quickly as it came. They 
eould hear in the distanee the crash of 
the broken trees as t] storm struck the 
forest on the banks of the Washita, and 
then everything was drowned in a down 
pour of rain. The cloud-burst was like a 
deluge What had been dry river-bed 
was now a raging torrent, the “ eoulee’ 
was bank-full in an instant, and Win 
throp, who had fought man and storm 
for the girl he loved, who now clung 
desperately to hn 1, Was swept away by 


ITe 


however, and presently managed to catch 


the foaming torrent. kept his wits, 


an old tree root projecting over the edge 


of the ravine, and by superhuman exer 
tion draw himself and the girl in safety 
to the prairie. They lay there drenched 
and panting. The rain ceased after a 


me as uddenly as it had begun. The 
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i, 1one } 1d battered and blown self 
wa The sun came out. Winthrop rose 
his feet and assisted the girl to hers. 
She had recovered from her terror, but 
v pale and shaken by the tremendous 
| experience she had undergone. He look 
ed t he cle } oy ngure in tender 
ssi01 lhe had literally passed 
ugh death unto life, and the appalling 
horror of it W till upon them, there 
his first remark was a trivial on 
“What were vou looking at when | 
! ke nto the seh« | nouse 0”? he as ced 
A picture photograph—two_ pho- 
i graph 
Mine 
‘Yes; you and Mr. Marvu 
And vou left them ?”’ 
I left ( she answered reluctant] 
ie face of his compelling gaze; “ th 
ther I brought away.” 
He bent toward he * anxiously 
* Let me see ” he eried. 
She would fain have denied him, but 
‘ w! d appened she could not, 
she turned aside a moment and drew 
it out from the bosom of her dress. 
‘It is mine!” he eried as he tov if 
rom her tt bling hand 
Did you me that?” he que med 
er ai on ent drawing nearer to 
Me what?” she asked, with down- 
& face 
“Wha u said just before the storn 
I—I don’t w what I—I 
“You ( u wouldn’t » without 
ie,” ] ipted, softls “Did you 
mean it 
She nodded her he n the face of 
commanding gaze 
‘We will be married day,” he said, 
vely, drawing her toward him and 
ining her face up to his He 
pressed long fervent kiss upon her 
weet liy vhich brought the color back 
her fac ke a flame 
* Come he eried, after a moment; 
how thoughtless of me to keep you 
ere! We must get on. I am afraid we 
ll have to walk back to town.” 
“Don’t reproach yourself,” she said, 
miling at him. “I—TI like that sort 
oT th ughtle ssness.”’ 
Thus ence uraged he kissed her again, 
lifting her slight form in the air the bet 
ter tT do s¢ 
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‘Oh, don’t!” she cried Instinctive 
“somebody might see us!” 
2 My darling,” he answered, “ thers 


no one here The cyclone has swe pt ti 


earth.” 
- 


} 


Marvin 


sTie cried. 
I had forgotten him,” he exclain 
contritely. 
“ Let us seek him.” 
* 3 be useless, I fear answ 
W throp. pe Why, even the hors 


carried us over he re 


is gone, you see.” 


“ He gave his life for us,” she murn 
ed, with a sob. 

‘ Yes,” responded Winthrop, quiet 
as they turned toward the place whe 

l-house had stood. “ Yes, he lo 

you, and he was my friend,” he add 
forgetting the little « pisode oT the re 
ers. 

‘And you forgot him!” cried the 
reproachfully. 

“ Yes; it is a shame.” 

‘But we were together, and I forg 


- ; ; : 
too,” sl said, with love’s selfishne 


hi 
af 


The trunk of a fallen tree bloc 


nr i¢ 


will share our shame together.” 


ked thi 





pati The eyelone had torn it from 
root As they stepped lightly over 
they w Marvin stretched out beneat! 
He was lying face downward in a ] 
hollow the ground with the tree ac 
his legs. The girl screamed as Winth 
rang toward him, her heart in 
throat. Marvin lay so still that t 


both thought he was dead. But when 
heard the human ery he turned his he 
slightly toward them and smiled. It 
cheerful smile in spite of the } 
which convulsed his face. 
Not dead, thank God!” eried W 


all right, ol’ man,” answe red M 
vin, “’ceptin’ fer this tree across 
The V wasted no more words I 
Winthrop bent down and encircled 
tree trunk with his mighty arms, a1 


struggled with it like a Titan, lifting 


a little, while Alice, with a strength I 
one would have imagined in her slen¢ 
form, drew the prostrate man from 
neath it. They turned him over on 
back in the wet grass. 

“ Whiskey,” he whispered feebly, tu 


ing very white with the pain of the m 


ment. 








\ WHIRLWIND 


Winthrop felt for his fla lt 


was 


toward 
draught ne took 
It takes mor’n a ey 


tern man from his likker,” he r 
rked, grimly. 
ne to give you the 


rl, Winthrop,” 
id. “She’s yourn, ain’t she 

Yes, she is,” 

fiv, feeling 


ble, he hardly knew why. 


answered Winthrop, 


very guilty and uncom 


the other, 


I thought so,” said 


under me when 


| 
own photograph wl ch 


alae 
had left behind. The evelone in 
I ts freakish moments had gently 
red it to its original owner. 
HHow did you eseape?” asked Win 


breaking the unsupportable pause. 





[ jist laid down in this holler an’ let 
2 answered Marvin. 1 SOLE 
er other she jist lifted herself oven 


ni rif 

ron to take me and her back ther« 
rn leg the ( p n Tf be 1 we | 
in town to-d in’ Pm goin’ to be 
man, too, or give the bride a \ ! 


said it bravely and ga 
required all his 
to stifle a groan. “ You kin leave 
girl to me; [ll take care of her. You 
trust her to me, ol’ 
I can 

said Winthrop, bending down and 


ng the cowboy’s hand in his 


man. 


trust you with anything, Mar- 


have lost my 


| seem To 
re deal,” 


be . 


{ gun in this 
remarked Marvin, feeling at 
better 
You 
sight, 


, 
how you 


vim me vourn. 
I said 


so pr’aps vi 


‘you 
l’ on, though! remembe1 
1 shoot you on 
careful give up your 
atin” 
“ Here it is,” 
nting the weapon to him. 
life—saved 


ans we red Winthrop, pre 
“You saved 
Tact 


both of us, in and 


ne is 


yours to command.” 
“Don’t be a fool, I] wk?’ said the 
ittle-man, smiling again. “Go g that 


Fron an’ a parson.” 


Bishop happened to be in 


town 
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Ihe DB hoy got 
rovided 
Chey 


1 doctor and two or three catt] 
me! n the way, and hastily drove over th 
pr ( Cher where Winthrop had le tt 
them were the two figures, the girl wet 


and coid, excitement 
lib ral d se ot the 


whiskey Marvin had compelled her to 


but kept up by the 
moment and 


‘owboy supine upon the 


1¢ had reached him that we better 
have the weddin ‘ight here an’ now, so 
long’s the Right Reverend with us 
1 don’t know as I'd feel very much like 
play n’ art n this ver festive occa 
sion atl u_ feller vit me in that 

yn. 

Alice, woman e, d urred, but her 
objec ! er enced by e would-be 

best mat » surely had a right to 
Spe ik o1 his oc sion. 

Jist do it fer me, Miss Alice he 
said mid so. in the presence that 
sembly I ttle ind ranch met Henry 
Winthr nd Alice Griet 1 up be 
fore the sIshoy nd Marvin ho lay at 
the feet f the young couple, and wer 
mad in and w It Marvi ho 
gave the bride aw 


down over the pros ‘ rm of the man 
who had lost her. She shot an inquiring 
olanc t her husband, who nodded his 
head Then she bent lower and kissed 
Marvin fairly on the lips. The man 

ut his eyes and for the moment forgot 


By heave ! he ed ‘you're 1 
lucky dog, Hank! That one was worth 
bunch of steers, let alone a eyelone!” 

Mary pl ptly fainted, very much to 
his subsequent d ust, when he was pu 


‘covered, ind as 
ie whole party drove back to the 


Winthrop and Alice, in spite 


rehearsed the story 


town, 


of the cow 
‘oism to the Bishop, who did not 


i Well,” said the 


case 


Bishop at last, “ th 


where 


clone to make up a woman’s mind 








The Rescue 


BY 


EUGE 


HERE a little town on the north 

cle f Long Island that I esteem 

be wellnigh perfect for one’s 

ummer vacation The views are ex 
ju é As you come down the long hill 
from. the sta n which, like all other 
t ns th ong Is] il d I vad, Is as 

I IS poss ble from the village, at one 
tur ther 1 vacant space in the green 
had peep-hole through which you 
n eatel panoramic glimps of the 
port, its white meeting-houses shining in 
e su he deep blue bay framed like 


1 } } } 


hand-glass in an ellipse of yellow sand, 
for the break in its rim that gives 
Sound. and bevond all the 


of Connecticut. 


ametil sting mountamns 

Look deep in that one look, for John 

Billy drives his ancient stage-coach on, 
d at no other turning is there such a 
There is a walk. too, where vou turn 


off by Hamn th’s 


| through a stone 
walled, winding road under low-hang 


1ersn 


ng appl boughs, where phlox and bach 
elor’s-buttons blow It leads to the 
beach where old ship hulks have crawled 
1 the sand to die, and the water 
weltering under the ha cool green 
hadows ' 

[he there ire the sunsets, but Ryder 
had shamed us ou openly admiring 
then He said Long Island sunsets had 
een done to deat] Ile was an artist, 
and so was authority on color. He had 
laughed at us for thinking grass was 


the sky blue, and nobody dared 
that evening, when all sat out in front 
compliment the 

appe: But looked 
lently, and, as little Miss 


White. with her Ouida’s 


we 
ol the wide stoop, to 
rance, we 


thumb in 


Strathn said, “just drank it in.” 
From around the side of the boarding- 

house came M Eily O’Conor—one n, 

pleas and Mr. Miles Copeland, and 


went down the pebbly road to the bay. 
Copeland 


Mi shut the gate, Mrs. 


Ac 


Nf WOOD 


O’Conor ealled her daught 
‘Don’t get !” and Eily 
ind flashed a smile at her mother, s 


nye he 


out to 

drowned tu 

r pretty teeth between her red | 

I don’t know that I ever saw prettier 
] 


lips. They were not too full, but lo 
plump and firm, and somehow put 

in mind of ripe cherries on the tree : 
a little shower. There was just t 


gloss to them. 


Mrs. 
a look that said 


I could se O’Conor and her | 


band exchange as pl 


lv as words: “How about that? D 
you ever see a sweeter girl than she 
And really you could not blame them 
their pride, even leaving out of the qu 
tion the fact that she was their o1 
child. 

lo look at Copeland in his light fl 
nels as he strode along beside her, 
the oars over his shoulder, was to b 


reflective that 


the 


1] ' 
come unusually ther 


thing 


unfair in 


some very way go 
looks are given out. His 


clean shave 
masterful jaw, a cl 
that 
Dark 
waved at 
The 


mentality: their out: 


Tace showed a i¢ 
almost smile 


1, and a mouth 


at the chestnut hi: 
the 


inner ends of | 


corners. 
and sides of ] 
forehead. 


showed 


gliste ned 
broad 
evebroy 


inplitt 


VS 
betokened vitality, even if | 
broad chest and sturdy muscles had n 
] asserted it. If had a fau 


already he 


it was that he was too practical, too s 
[It may be all right for young m« 
to think that 
run business 
doubt it. It 


they ought 


rious. 
of 
sensible world, 
but I 

At 


this is 
pri 
doesn’t sex 


to be 


twenty-seven 
oll 
ciples, 


normal. that age 


trifle cynical, and speak pityingly « 
‘this fantastic game of life.” Oth 
wise it is like having the measles bef 


you can remember. 

The O’Conors 
O’Conor 
goods house 
He 


to have a 


niece people. M 


were 


was “with” some big dr 
I do not know what he d 
was “with” the house, an 


He 


( xactly 


seemed good salary. wi 











ther a dry little man, 


}} 


We were simply 


nre to run aiong the 


eracker. 


Y 
“?} 


l had been stood up 1! 





hard-headed as Mil 


an institution 


nkful to say. There are 


ble of coming up t the idea 


ing woman of Eily O' 


O’Conor’s temperame! 


They walked down to tl 


ere the water lipped and 


barnacled timbers with 
vss teeder. They had 


to each other, for h 


t before they returned he 


ed her a very import 


she was, perhaps a li 


senting being hurried to 
{JT course she liked him as well 


dy she had ever met, better than 


‘Step earefully,’ he war 
od in the exact centre of 
ld fast to the pier with one 
ith the other he received 
d helped her down. It thrilled him 


ear her up and to hear 


rments. “It’s a cranky 


nis boat,” he said as she 


gave an admiring, almost 
look at he r. and thought at 
Love like a rose in the stern of 





seriously. But his wife was big and 
ly enough for two. Copeland 
lly make a mistake in mai 


family. I r it was come 


ee how there could h 


teh propinquity and all 


eased expectancy, as a b 


vet, somehow, it s¢ 
rt felt that the love-attain 
uch the result of mere 
nearness of an elig 
ss if all the marriag 


in the country suitable 


efully canvassed, Fily O'C 


does not 


} 
ne 


settled herself 
it the stern, and he pushed 
dropped the oars into the row-locks. 
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He even hummed the tune. She he 


and understood, and it teased her a | 
le . 
The bay was smooth as glass, and m 


rored the sky’s watermelon pink so tha 


the boat, as it glided along, writ np 
and puckering the silken surface, see 
ed hanging the centre of i pict ( 
See 3 4 ! he est of the 
bluff,” he said, rest hn his rs, Tro. 
vhose blades the rops fell and tinkled 
like the p keys of the piano sof 
uched How they stand out agains 





You know. Crude petroleum. What 


they lubricate ear axles with—greenish, 


he had seen a puddle of the greasy 
stuff on the station platform, and recog 
nized the truth of the comparison, but 
it seemed a vulgar thing to liken those 


beautiful trees t His sordid realism 


reve Ite 1 e! 

‘ | 1 blutt rer is me I the ba ot 
the river where our crew used to row,” he 
said 

‘QI! were you In racil crew ¢” she 
asked, eager t find something godlike 
in his past I think a it-race is 
splendid!” she cried. “It is heroic. By 
one intense effort to win glory and ay 


plause. It isn’t plodding and plodding 

the same old monotonous treadmill 

existence. It is meteoric.” 
He thought he had never seen her look 





S< beaut ful as she leaned torw ird and 
spoke eagerly. But he s1 ed quietly 
nd sho his head vl “ No,” i 
said I’m afraid it isn’t qu like that 


treadmill. There’s the training, you 
know. It gets awfully monotonous be- 
fore you’re done with it.” 

But—” she interrupted. 

‘| \ l ra » we Win any prize 


life.” he went right on, tactlessly laving 
down the law, “you must make tlh 
stroke a mere commonplace, the same 


thing over and over again, iike an au 
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mn 2” she demanded, de 


should be : hero in 


Ww w 


that he 


he said, 


thought he 


chuckled. 


was laughing at 


and She 
her enthusi 
a little from the rebuff. 


broke 


and shrank 
“One of the 
had 
bac k a wood deal 
“Tad to? Why?’ 
“Why, you don’t 
uur hearts giving him 
“| 
jump into the 


‘No. ik 


asm, 
and 
That set us 


fellows his oar, 


to jump. overboard. 


suppose we ‘d break 
a ride?” 

think you were cruel to make him 
rive “a 


did it 


t tair 


willingly enough. 
i to us.” 

‘hat was noble in him! 

He was 


» liked it. 


know. 


What 


CTOSSWIs¢ 


us prompted him to run 
the current of the hour, 
of the 


have breathed 


fight with the witchery scene ¢ 
he eould hi his 
her in words palpitant with pas 


blank 


would 
1d cadenced as verse, in a 
llow and vibrant as a saxo 


should have thrilled her very 


that 
have bent a 
of all, but he could 
sat half 
a silly erin, he ealled 


faze 


upon 


there with a 


when he thought it over 


was dry and patronizing 
one corrects the foolish notions 


np obsessed him 


seemed as 1f some mock 


Afterward he re 


somebody in the pavilion 


i@ a rag-time dance on the 


id piano there. 


you believe in self-sacrifice ?’ 


at length. She thinking 


that 


was 
leaped into the 
Men did 
wouldn’t. It 
spite of what Copeland 


ing man 
generousl such 


woman seemed 


there is a lot of foolish- 
“T once knew a 
that jumped into the North River to 
rescue an epileptie that fell off the pier 


In a fit 


ness about it,” he said. 


man 


“Oh, wasn’t that divine!” 


‘ Wm!” he 
reached the point 
could 


striven for so 


ae He had 
in his career where he 
the had 


[His was so 


erunted. just 


almost touch success he 


wife 


long. 
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proud of him (ne was married and 
two little children). She had believed 
him all along in spite of every discouras 
ment, and it was she that helped him bx 
the poverty they had to undergo at fi 
Just a few months more and recognit 
would 
“ Tle saved the 
‘No. The 


and drowned 


have come 


He stopped. 
man?” 
fellow gripped him 
together. It d 


so much matter about the epileptic. 


they 


never could have amounted to anyth 
The doctors « 


life 


but a trouble, anyhow. 
that. friend’s 


worth something to the world.” 


cure But my 
“The Chinese believe that it is w 
to try to save a drowning man.” 


“ All 


does seem to be a kind of curse on it 


nations have said so. TI 
don’t hold quite with that, but I would: 
risk my life to save anybody else’s tl 
| didn’t 


for ” 


think was worth taking char 


The 


Che loving are 


bravest are the tenderest: 


the daring,” 
she quoted to him. 
‘Yes: lot of there 


in poetry that are not true,” he sneer 


what a things 


“ They’re only what we wish were tr 
I saw in a paper the other day that 
with seventeen medals for life-s 
up in Essex Market C 
beating his wife.” 

Oh, Miles, Miles Copeland! 
this you brought this 
Was it to 


thing heroic and unselfish / 


man 
ing was ourt 
Was 
to say lovely 
out a-rowing ? jeer at ever 
He knew 
well as you that this was not the way 
make love, to ask the question that | 
had vowed he would ask ere they retur 
ed. The rosy light had faded from tl 
sky, and only in the west there faint] 
delicate tinge of pale, pale y 
Over the bluff 
the copper moon was showing a round 
shoulder. 


shone a 


lowish green. eastern 


Surely this was the preciou 
moment when his whole existence should 
unfold its blossom, in the 
the moonlight. He felt the 
the enchantment of the hour, and drew 
his that drift 
abandoned to that charm, which should 
itself suggest the words he was to speal 
to her. But what spell could act so long 
as that piano rattled away with its “Ting 


All hi 


stillness, 


sacredness 


inboard they might 


oars 


tank-tucket-ting-tang-a-tank ” ? 








PHE 


think to say was this banality: 
I never learned to swim till I joined 
I then I had to, so 
it if my oar should break, why—” He 
He saw how 


t boat’s crew, and 


sentence. 


ver finished the 


vy it sound d. 


[he piano ceased. The moon slid up 
heaven and left the golden haze b 


( 
The water 11 the 


ide of molten silver 


ppled as if mi 


she saw tl ntake I } . bre th the 
ling of his chest, and divined that 
as nerving himself to utter the fate 
question. She waited, tre mbling. 
he felt he could not interrupt that 
dy -that drifted to them on the wa 

stammer out his clumsy words. 

en it was ended, then 

[he sacred moment passed, and rebel 
flamed in her heart again. Pettis! 
ie cried out, “Oh, the re’s the Bridge 
boat!” 

ne second more and he would have 
dher. But the spell was broken now. 
turned to look at the yellow constella- 

n of lights entering the harbor mouth, 
his quick movement gave the boat a 
n He stared at the lights coming 
the bav as if he had never seen the 
before. The y fascinated him. Yet 
the whil he was angry to think that 
uld not blurt out: “I love yor. Will 
i marry me?” His eves followed the 


had gone on toward the 
‘t, and then he bee: } 


It was an old chorus for 


amer till she 


aware that I ily 


ime¢é 
singing. 


iale voices that they had learned one 


the academy for Commencement, 


O’er the calm and sparkling waters 


our stately bark is glidin: 


nd unconsciously she was marking time 
the barearole by rocking the boat. At 
rst he did not notice, but all of a sudden 


s daylight sense returned 
“ Don’t do that! 
imperiousness of his tone affront 


What right had he to dictat« 


h 
wasn’t his servant: sh 


to him, and 
e cried out: Stop it!” 
The 
d he r. 


er? She wasn’t 
iis wife to be ordered about. She roc] 
d onee more, mockingly smiling, and 


accent of the 
of the 
boat, 


rzand to the 


belated 
the 


riving a s/f 
tune. Th 
slapped 


} 
wasn steam- 


boat eranky and it 


. promptly capsized. 
: She opened her mouth to 


scream, and 
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a choking ocean of water rushed in. It 


1 


roared and bubbled in her ears. It stung 


her nostrils as she sunk downward, bat 


ling and clawing madly with her hands 


She felt the cold, gliding touch of 
seared fish, and her feet tangled in the 
sea-weed. It seemed to her that sh 


could never reach the air again. An age 


floated upward to th 


Chere she screamed and threw up both 
her hands The di passl 


ing In strict accord with 


nate water, act 
hydrostatic laws, 
her. Wit 
strokes (¢ peland atta her 


zed him 


h lunging 
He 
like 
vy, and began 


he ad 


promptly 


submerged 


ned side 


arm. Shes 
unrelenting] 


a trap, tiercely, 


to clamber upon him so as to get her 


and shoulders out of water. That foreed 
him under, and the fe ir of drowning 
clutched him with a jerk. He struggled 
to ire himself, but as swiftly as he dis 


{ 
placed a hand it fastened itself on 
other hold. He tried to 
loose. Her fingers 


and mout 


an 
wrench himself 
his 
lunge upward 


] ney 


clinched n nose 


h, and her wild 


out of water sunk them both deep 


rose again, and again she tried to ela 
ber out, but sunk agair Copeland vy 
choking when he tore his face from lh 
grasp, and shook the water from his nose 
and mouth with a sidelong flirt 

“Let go!” hi outed Let go! 
You'll drown us both! You—ug!” Th 


was thrust under again She clinched 


both his arms He fought with her lik 
1 maniae for freedom. The capsized 
boat was drifting out of reach. “ Let 
go!” he kept bawling. She heard him 
! She heard only the water boiling 
in her ears. “ Let go! He twisted his 
lk hand out of her drowning grip, and 
revolving on his side, he ung his arm 
overhead and struck het the face as 
hard as | eould drive, meaning to hit 
fair | n the ind stun her 
but she gave her head an upward jerl 

ind his fist crashed against her nos 

She relaxed then and there. It was all 
ovel He meant t let her drown so as 


to save his own life. He did not think 


hers was “worth tak 


Very ell, then, 


would drown. She settled dow 


{ 


chances Lor 


ng 
she 


she M uld dr wn, 


into the 
water, down, down, down. She felt her 
hat tilted forward over her face and her 


back hair roughly seized. Reviving hon 





Us 
. 
‘ 
' ~ 
( 
} “~ 
| 
i ; 
} 
J 
} 
? 
\\ 





+} 
ir | 
lr’; 
pl 
a 
QO} 
ppe 
“W 
ie 
Ni 
mir 
~| 
\ 


le her il oO more effort to 
rm, but his clutch on her hair 
nd she could not reach him. 
e, for her mouth was out 
but she was drowning, she knew, 
vuld ir the water rumbling 
3 She oKed up at the moon 
icidly, the moon that shi 
( a | ivain 
!~ panted Copeland as 
d ti boat, that still swum 
irly full of water. Hang on 
Don’t! D t pull vourself out 
s r. Stop it, I tell you. 
cl ut 
ved, with a wondering surprise 
w little effort ik to hold 
f t when she sunk so that 
ehin was ut tf water He 
mself round to the stern, still 
hard from his exertions. He 
inder the stern seat for 
f ean he knew was thers 
at ihe bailed, hanging in he 
e | t was lightened enough to 
Then he climbed in cautious 
e stern and bailed from ther 
rie I 0 Take me nh 
vt hold us both, deat he 
‘Ju 1 little longer, just a lit 
bailed like a madman 
lease take ne n Oh Milk 
me i! He thrilled to hear 
him “ Miles.” It was the first 
1 said “dear” to her It 
it | e he th ught 
u he said, and bailed 
( ld here 
e colde n tl r. Only a lit 
| 1 little whil 
ed mutely 
e round to the stern 
I’m i raid t 
ust.” 
you take me in over the side 2” 
( — Ile was getting impa 
1 he ‘Don’t you see it would 
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boat? Come 
hesitant, he 


tell 


on; come on 


ng thunder- 
i wW h it I 


you. Come 


edged her timorous way, he g 


side to trim the boat, en 
“ Now ec 


her with words. 


yin 
he stern. Pull yourself up 
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Now 1 hand. Oh 


ve me your ves, 

can In you come!” And secrambli: 
straining, tugging, with gathers 1 
ping and fabric tearing, she clambe1 


in, as a boy clambers into a spring-wag 
over the tail-board, by main strength 
the midriff muscles. It is a hard th 


to get out of the water into a boat. 


you are!” he shouted, cheer 
bailing while I 
Isn’t that 
Luckily this one cramped in the r 


do vou mind 
| 


that other oar? it vond 


lock when we went over.” He padd 
with one oar, standing ankle-deep in 
ter, till he could touch the elusive t] 
which slid away from him as if it 
alive and playing some sort of a gar 
When he had secured it and dropped |} 
the oars into place, he str ked it 
home, she bailing mechanically 





‘You needn’t do any more,” 
‘We'll float till we ean get in.” As 
chuckled. “ We’r 

<ing couple, aren’t we, Ei 
Nothing is bad the 
being 1 from drowning, 
My 


ss O’Conor,” she said, stiffly. 


aightened up, he 





so for tempe 


escued and 
resented his impertinence, 


M 


hame 


red, 


I beg your pardon,” he answe 





bent to his work. 

As she sat still a drop fell on her sodd 
frock and spread darkly. She had 1 
ticed the drops falling as she bailed, | 
supp sed them to come from her | 
Another plashed on her hand. She s 
it was blood, and remembered how he | 
truck her. In spite of all that she co 
do she had to ery. He heard her sobbur 
and spoke. 


darling!” 
ase don’t speak to me.” 

wed on in silence. At the lar 
ing refused his help, and while he 
locking the boat 
him. He caught up with her easily a 
she limped over the pebbles, for one 
her had come off. He offered h 


She paid no heed. 


1h 
she W 


she walked on withou 


shoes 


arm. 


Take my arm!” he commanded. SI 
took it. 
We were all out on the front stoop 
they came up the road. 
“Ah!” chirruped Ryder. “ Have 


/ ?° 


Lovely moon, isn’t it 
the click of th 


nice boat-ride 
Dead 


rot 


silence but for 
e-latch. 
Then 


as the couple came up the ste} 
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Wi u nswe 1 
Ce} 
“Wi | | ou had! Ma j 
/ ; so h the 1 | st I sh’d 
! 1 Wi 3 
1] ot | 
y | ( 
u 4 
\ Oe ‘ a ppy hand 
e, which his time 
( { sie larted a look a 
( | ae was uted I 
[} e mome r Mile 
pee The ell upon a pai 
2 oe Bit cleaan 


ut, «ce ling I] did hapyp 
| u ut Isn't lucky My 
Coy if such 
R ! t poor Eily I 
The | 1 1 . the ] I 
M "( ’s rt, t vring the 
‘ 1 “It’s just ruined,” sl 


My hild! My child! peacocker 
Mrs. O'¢ m the head of the stain 
owed e sedater tather 
Man ! | eked Ely ft the gory 
ind ‘etched out het one hand 
e | dkerchief enearnadined 
( ‘ d her daughter’s pre 
u rie check her head 
g speed d elude ! st embrace 
‘Why, F ' You're sopping Didn't 
| u ( e upstairs this 
l 1 ( t} 9 
I] lye fetch her dry 
( use put ‘en 
su sted the ndlady 


| ! ‘ ilefu 
( ] ‘ ) ‘ ] a} 
( 1M l l s in the wn ex 
! ar ed Ryder with his 
hye company nd withdrew 
The re us wondered, and drift 
| I \ a Ving exte S101 The 
wlladke aa 
Don’t ! '* Copeland shouted 
| 3 ed, isn’t it, Rvder?” 
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Did you think sten up the 
Mr. ¢ yy nd?’ 
‘Yes, I fastened the boat 


She Imoered So did 


that don’t happen every day 


bass murmur 
and 
} ad t ] 


When’s the next train back? 


burst 


just hi 


Shish Don’t talk s loud ’ 
mut, and—” Just then fron 

! n upstairs came the sound 

ud ng nd the hall door be 
! erked = oper Mi Or" 


W1 up? hi : 
bac town’ Why this sobl 
peremptory summoning of “ Pap 
W] e upset, the bloody nose? WI 
vhat ? Kve met eve with quer 
nd suspicion till some one reealled M 


lv’s frock and quoted Ouida, “ clad 





me soft elinging fabric,” whereat t 
fateful tension broke in laughter mu 
( than the joke. It was check 


Mr. 


tairs and around to ¢ 


O’Conor came doy 
‘opeland’s do 
on he rapped with all the dignit 
‘ in of tive feet 
“ Who’s there?” 
“ Miss OC 
‘Wait a minute.” 
Not an 
The 
ared. 


stalking 


man 


four. 


father.” 


mnor’s pa 


instant.” 


door opened, and Copeland 


1 O’Conor struck at him. Cop: 


land parried. Ryder eluteched O’Conor’ 
In, al d, 
‘Are vou crazy. man?” he eried, s« 


ng blackly as a thunder-head. 
He struck my daughter! What d 
um by such conduet, sir?” 
‘Get down on vour knees to him 


Let go1 


. daught« r 
He struck my daughter.” 


truck my 


I] vin’t vou rather he did that than 
both of them should drown ?” 
“ Tames! James!” eried Mrs. O’Co1 
nd, “Oh, papa!” eried Eily, in dry 
lothes, rushing round the corner of the 


ra and laying hands on the irate hus 


and fathe a 
‘Oh! 


oh! Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” 


expostulated the landlady. 
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‘He struck my daughter, this more was profoundly un : hin ! 
faintly then at Ryder. Ryder nodded 

“Well, but, papa, vou didn’t hear all “Tm afraid I did,” he said, fumbling 

it.’ said Mrs. O’Conor with the eollar he held in his hand 








“And then the wash of the Bridgeport 
boat i 
You rocked a boat with a young lady 
“No, I didn’t hear all of it, but Eily 1 it!’ scorned Mr. O’Conor. “ You 
told me you struck her. You did, didn’t rocked a boat with my daughter in it! 


you 2” You’re a fool, sir. You're a fool. You 


“Well, but don’t you see—” began Ry- deserve to be drowned !” 


der, whom Copeland interrupted with, “Oh, be still?” said Ryder. “ Let the 

“The boat started rocking—” man tell his story, can’t you?” 

“Not my beat didn’t,” broke in the “Miss O’Conor was naturally a good 
landlady. “ That’s a very steady boat deal frightened, and clung to me so I 
for a round-bottom. Not unless some- couldn’t use my arms, and—” 
body started it rocking. Who made it “Yes, that’s the way with ’em,” put in 
roek ?” the landlady. “Ive heard my grand 

Copeland darted a look at Ejily, whe father, Gapn Tuttle, tell—” 
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! ] e} 
( mM | ray ed na el viiite 
ae ! f mself and 1 ri 
I | began rocking the boat 
| ‘ is di ned by Copeland’s 
1 If | uld have managed it 
el I would have done so; but 
\ I I very good swimmer, and 
| had pped 1 he moderated his 
\ I wouldn’t have hurt her for 
he world, becaus because I love her 
e than life itself. And I ask you if 
u let ( ! her that is, if she'll 
me—beeause I love her. Won’t you, 
| ] / 
But rn nd fled Miles made 
to run atter her, but Mrs. O’Cono1 
1 herself upon his breast, threw het 
und | ne and kissed him on 
ull 
You did ist right she eried. a. 
| u'r ist splendid! You're a 
(Give him vour hand, James that 
hell take it after the way vou've 
ete Pha rig Why, James, vou’ve 
he urself when it was for 
her g I—th: hen she was littl 
You | ul nsent, Miles md the 
eaning she hispe 
She'll 1 ll right in a di rs 
Miss O’Conor kept her roon Sey 
eral d Iler 1 ther said t was the 
=1 ri ssi ert ‘ | eT t} l l was 
‘ hon being mn othe Vater for s 
ng, bu f course we all knew Well, it 
is eml rassing I don’t think I ever 
heard of a proposal quite so public 
When she did come down to her meals, 
both she d Mr. Copeland kept their eves 
teadtastly on their plates. She mani 
festly avoided him When a man has 
le a look as ridiculous as she 
that night, standing on the piazza 
tha lopps wet hat on and he r 


he r 


hose all 
. . 

landlady. 
that 


But if a man 


tor 
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f 
A 
f 


us we turned off to go 
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ull { W heneve u 

m drownin’ it 1 es “e1 

if u. I’ve allus heard tl 

3 grandfather, Cap'n Tu 

: and y 

\ s Miss O’Co1 ept hie 

ur persons who cat 
s he slats in her bed-1 


ndow-blind move one when M 


Coy nd went down to the port 
el l. But still she would not spe 
» Tin 
The d before the O’Conors went b 


Oo Towh Wwe all made a erabbing part 


O’Conor said we should have to ¢ 
i had such a headache Ju 
through the 

stone walls and the appk 


Hamme rsmith’s, I s 


r mor give Copeland a look, jus 
By J said he, feeling in | 
pockets, “ ve forgot my pip You f 


go on; Tl catch up with you. Ryder 


you carry my scoop-net.” 
He was gone so long we concluded 
to Walt To! 11m. We had a grand tim 


Mr. O’Conor « 
Ise. The 


‘aught more than anybod 


quit unbent. He was “tl 


lite of the party,” if you know what th 
leans And when we got back, all tir 
nd hungry and sunburnt, and our sho 
nll of sand because we walked back fro: 
the pavilion, there on the piazza sat M 


(Conor and Mr. Copeland, 
when dinner would be 
his 
nodded. 
wild 


never saw her look so lovely. 


apparent 
ready 
fted ly 


> ] ° 
Rvde r il evebrows mMquiring 


Miss O’Co1 


than ever. | 


and Cope land 
was more like a rose 

‘Congratulate you, old man, upon my 
word!” eried Ryde r, shaking both hands 
* And you too, Miss O’Conor. One 


in a thousand.” 


nal 


Copeland’s face worked and his throat 


knotted. He could not speak. His eyes 
When 
only tears come. 
The Kily 
gratulated her, though they all said after 
ard he 


swam you are very, very happy. 


women all kissed and cor 


too good for her. 


was 


And Miles, old boy,” said Ryder 
‘don’t, don’t rock the boat again. It 


rock the 
O’Conor 


vou must rock something, 
*Shish! 


interrupted Mrs 
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An lIdyl 


HERE 





are Sonne places ith 
the historie paths that 
ire marked by inserutabl 
blight Something fell 
upon the work of man, 
and it was cut short in tl 


wing expression of its exulfant beauty 
nd strength. In such cases the inter 
uption has remained a monument as 
ndestructible and as mysterious as. the 

deavor itselt. 

Such a memorial rises dumbly out of 
the arid waste that les adjacent to the 
Svrian sands, along the western bounda 

es oft the Land ot Moab. One comes 


ipon it unexpectedly in travelling that 
Jeak and silent country, and then it lifts 
ts magnificent bulk out of the deserted 


vilderness with an 


elevaney ot be 


sola 


dor of workmanship, 


mprehensible ir 
Its 


} 
e splen 


mics 


auty and mystery. 
and intricat 
and the 
astonish and perpl x the few 
dare to 


ane 


tion, Massive 


its 


secret of its 
history alike 
idventurous explorers who 


rate this 


pene 
ta. It is 


ferra ane 


sterile 
the 


Bedouin as the “ 1 


nown in vagrant traditions of the 
-alace ot Mashit . but 


what Mashita Was, the re is not a 


or 
evidence to enlighten us 


for 


scrap of historic 
It is 


impossible the archxolo 


Gist to 
glean from those sculptured bastions one 
hint of purpose or one betrayal of author 


yf 





Pw fi) “AN 


pe 


aaa 





ah 
Be ee 
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peek t: 


¢ 
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ee 


the Sands 

WHEELER 

ship. Her at least the sands are dumb 
to inquiry. They have swallowed up the 


story, whatever it was, and the nds that 


walls for 


thout obliterating their 


have swept the naghnincent 


manV Centuries, \ 


beauty, have kept the secret Neither the 
eye of the ethnologist nor the hand of the 
mtiquary has brought forth anything but 
in Interrogation. 

Probably not more than half a seore 
of modern tourists have seen these ruins 
and none of them has been able To ac 
count for them. Canon Tristram, who 


visited the place in 1872, 1s the last of the 


ntrepid explorers whose camera and 
whose pen have enabled us to form some 
idea of the Palace of Mashita as it now 


stands. 


other 


anon 7] ristram, 


And C like all 


amazed tourists who came upon this 


isolated fragment of man’s skill, gives 
way to his wonder and his astonishment 


at finding it in such a 
In a 


knows that the L: 


place, 
the l os 
ind of ve 


vague way rent layman 


s a stretch 


of country lying east of “ Jordan, in 
Palestine, and dying ut in the ib" 
lesert wh ch one must e¢ross to ch 

fabled lands of Babylon ee ao 
Its history is scrappy and uncertain. 


But for centuries it was the 


highway of 
the 


sensate 


marauding hosts, and was swept by 


recurrent whirlwinds of man’s it 
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opulous 

Phe 
about 
ntously in its 


f TM 
! 


"Ing place south of 


curs l 
dunes 
wadies 
rod to combine a 
the 
whither he was 
Ve have ho rec 


bringing 


opule Lice 
When, 
this 
desolate 
and lab 
there Is 


the 


redeem this wilderness. 


] 
avel r comes 


Mashita in the 


it, a Marve l of intricate 


, 
the tr upon 


most 
workmanship, to which 
1 parallel to be found in 


admiration me Its into an 
it should be 
it Was 


jected. 


we stward 


eager 


kn Ww why the re, 


begun, and by 


Mashita 


road to 


trom 
s the 
1) rb-el | 


1 pilgrim 
J), upon which the 


irtemisila has encroached ll 


places, and twenty miles farther one 


the 


asional curbs. <A 


race the ¢ Roman road by 


} ¢ 
abutments and oce 


between 


ortress 


highways 


has 


these ancient 


asonable conjecture But one 


MAGAZINE. 


! ausolk ums tha 


] 1] 
OLN 


ted 


a Jind 1th 
me hundred and 


fifty 
eighteen fe 

arabesque carving inte 

th birds, beasts, 


juisitely 


and human be 


wrought, that the eve 


amazed and pe rple xed at the intricate 


auty and labor of it. 
nothing that he 


it in the 


Tristram says 
knows of compares 
delicaey 
the 


ve recovers 


and lavish enricl 
Alhambra. Onee that 
the effect of 


facts 


ment except 


from this 


artistic luxur suc 


mece, Two slowly 


ceed examination. One is that the work 
manship is unique. There is nothing else 
i the whole Land of Moab, nor 
vet discoverable in the ruins of dynasties 
which Jerusalem or 


‘I he 


remall of a 


like it in 


Damascus 
the 
completed 
tinished. It is 
‘al arch in the 


turns up. 
the 


but 


other is, that work is not 
structure, 


as never true the cen- 
has 


fallen,evidently thrown down by an earth- 


southern facade 
quake, and the voussoirs le as they fell, 
by the blue the V 

nica syriaca that have sprouted in the 
revices; but the square blocks on the top 
wall, 
there 


sottene d 


flowers of 


at a 


2 rie in place, and 
and but partly seulptured, tell the 
story of suddenly suspended work. What 


not vet here 





cause which set this prodi- 


was the 
gious labor in motion, that labor was in 


ver 


te rrupted. Some kind of catastrophe in- 
dream of mural beauty 
hat 


enfolation 


tery ned, and the 


s never finished. From t time un- 


present the exquisite 


ind the massive mystery of the walls hav 
indifferent 


curious nomads who 


given over to the winds 


scarce ly more 


id have 


or the 


flit that way, : made a te mporary 





pen for their cattle in the spacious court 
when the storms blew. 
What, then, is the story of Mashita? 


Tyrwhitt 


Mr. 
who explored the land in 


Professor Palmer and 
Drake, 
appear to have overlooked the sit 
ly. They bent 


Pheenician 


1870, 
entire 
finding 
inscriptions that they could 
Wilson and Condor dis- 


if th N did not, were so 


were SO upon 
nothing else. 
regarded it, 
puzzled as to remain silent, and the Pales- 


see 


or, 
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ar 


has thrown no 


Son 


Fund 
light upon the problem. 
tion of this be 
tion that all 
engineers, and antiquaries who patiently 


tine Exploration 
explana 
reflec 


found in the 


the 


may 


nearly earth-workers, 


toiled within a radius of a hundred miles 


of Jerusalem were mainly intent upon 
Seripture history and the identification 
or readjustment of Bible sites, and this 


sumptuous anomaly of Mashita stands 


quite apart from the historic vestiges, 
very much as the Song of Songs by its 
voluptuous beauty stands alone in. the 
Canon 

Very curious and very pretty it is to 


the mystery of this solitary 


which cannot 


obs 


monument, 


rve that 
interpret itself 
itself 


among 


in a soft 
away the 
Almost accidental 


wholly unexpectedly the tale of 


to the eye, slowly unfolds 


ened 


of a land of 


omance, tar idyls 
flowers. 


ly and 
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; dl l <p ling t his record ( 
| | ! 1 we ( plece ul lable I he mass 
it | i P pron rich with i trad 
| ul (| es, 1 less thar | 
} ( ‘ l nad ( {s v l “all l 
| p L by ce le f s cl ete Ik . 
| ( ‘ empire nificent despre hose mquering 
( eaut rem thie yg ere ! ‘le spoils and erect 
| pmer ( | establis ht a Dastigerd, wh 
ling Gibbon, outshone in s 
\\ ( ly urned r and opulence that « Solomon 
I ubmitted | photographs self. We also learn tl his chief 
J i ERS. with the hope his prowe s a hunter, his 
{ ‘ ( ure uld fix s own as mighty sportsman being quite equ 
nice t scl *s examination to that of his martial exp! ~ at 
With ( ‘ umen and reconstructive pe led Jerusalem, mid ( rried ff 
h Mr. Fergusson was em true cross,” but the records inspired 
. he u ivelled, with patient labor himself dwell with lingering pride w 
echronolog Mashita. He showed the lons and wild-boars that he sl 
bye ‘ n that the work belong he wilderness single - handed; and 
ed ‘ e of Chosroes I] nthe sixth pieture hat history thus furnishes 
l ( Nn st tf he Sassania prim ve warr r g ( alt re he 
Pi a Was master of all Sy1 he sports of the field, an Oriental Ri 
N nel the era fixed upon au rd Ceeur de Lion rather than a Solom 
than it was seen that there But this tierce and animal nature is 
e else that part of the world deemed in the traditions by one trait 
( 1 or the dispos mn pr love r the beautitul Shire 
j ucl | ities But ther \ ousand lume s Sir J 
ned no explanat why tl \l ln have been tilled his eou 
nou plant 1 |} ace li that ( th the ory of the ne and 
| stl everal little sid r the tair Shirec ind their lo 
] | ind vd hither Ferhad the sculptor Milman 
es play uy 1e pal ti Gibbon, informs us tha 
Idern soft glow ( sroes and Shireen rivals 
1 e. Sir John Maleolm in his hist Pr nee that f Josep 
f ine Porter’s els in tha Zul he wite if Pot phar, oO Nel 
t l eve Gribl point their mor the Queen of Sheba.” The nw 
irdas nge story by fersian poems on the subject n 
| ‘ ‘ uddenly upon he seen M. von Ilammer’s preface 
Mr. Fergusson’s mono his poem of “ Shireen.” But neither M 
t he most deli ( nd sug ! r Sir John laleolm mentions 
£ ‘ ) Ile savs that among the ndeed, they saw—what Gibbon. who | 
IS bequeathed by the late ploughed patiently through the conten 
( Lexi ie Institute British } eous annals, s that “ Shire 
\ ¢ ( ore { bass reli eve 1 red the pass wl ch she 
SS, Pe 1. representing th pired nd the bliss of Chosroes was 
r f ¢ roes and the fair Shireei ured by a jealous doubt that whil 
n hie rie e tirst her bathing. as possessed her person she had beste ( 
1) a RB ba » the eoneludn he affections on a meaner favorite 
epresents e king slaving D e and Fa chapter 46 DH 
le beyond him Shireen sits belot’s Oriental bibliography leaves 1 
‘ ‘ \ horseback vatching a young loubt whatever that “ the meaner fav 
ulpt rhad, echiselling birds and te”? was the beautiful youth Ferhad, tl 
f ‘ square stone—in fact, just seulptor. If the Greek accounts are 
ik » sui ‘ = is found on the facade ay believed, Shireen was a Roman 
valace nd a Christiar But it is cer 
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IDYL 


obtained 
ot 
ealousy dared resent. 


kind of gentle 
that his 
How far she veil- 


at she 


astery Chosroes not even 


1 her for the 


1 by the cunning 


passion young sculptor, 
art of her sex secured 
him the patronage and favor of her 
isband, 


ust have accompanied Chosroes on his 


cannot now be determined. She 
pedition to Jerusalem, and probably re 
ined at 


progress. 


Damascus while th 

That 
ems probable from the romantic inti- 
When the t 


tation at Jerusalem was accomplished 


siege 


was 


Kerhad was also there 


tions. 


errible work of dev- 


e king set out with Oriental pomp on 


return journey to Persia, and his 
yrmous train of “ golden spears” and 
ptives, together with the heavily laden 
hicles of plunder, extended for miles 


ng that old Roman road. When all 
ready, Chosroes came trom Damas- 
whither he had gone to fetch his 
te and her attendants, and on the 
day’s journey south came into the 


Mashita. There 


pitched his pavilion, and while his co- 


ng-grounds about 


rts and auxiliaries were lumbering by 


days, enjoyed himself in the chase. 


It must have been a paradise for the 


mitive sportsman. Years of compara 
ve peace had given the fierce mammals 
pportunity to increase. Herds of light- 


ited gazelles started up from the nubk 


erts at the sound of man. The chee 

that magnificent hunting-leopard 
t one sees on the Assyrian tablets, 
pt through the ravines. The wild- 


and the wild-boar thrust their heads 
the Jor- 
and Felis leo himself no doubt skirt- 
the sands and lay 
] 


ough the tamarisk to drink in 


n wait for the jack- 
s, whose barki heard 
lericho. These the animals that 
d preserved by Ferhad whenever he 


ught to 


hh could be 


in 


are we 


‘ommemorate his master’s 


“OWeSS, and has spread with cunning 


rkmanship, intertwined with the lilies 
d oleanders of 


e at Mashita. 


Asia, all over that pal 


Thus it is that Persia, like an antique 
ibine ue discloses to the sense, as we open 
receptacles, the faint odor of flowers 


long perished, and amid the relies of 
barbarism the fragrance of 
\ 


Asiatic romance, the delicate 


mingles 
associations 


which lead up to this solitary monu- 


ment in the devastated sands. The Per- 
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sian park and palace at Dastigerd have 
long since perished from the earth, al- 
though only three aay " journey trom 
Ctesiphon, which still remains. Its very 


loeality is disputed by explorers, who have 
claimed this and that long mound as 
boundary of the Oriental 
There is not a trace of the 
which Gibbon such 

Here it was that Chos 
roes gathered about him the spoils of the 
world. His 


the 


once paradise 


Oriental luxu 


riance of has drawn 


a vivid picture. 


ten thousand 


acres were 
stocked with pheasants, roebucks, pea- 
cocks, ostriches, and wild boars. Nine 


hundred and sixty elephants were malin- 
his stables 
contained eight thousand camels and six 
und and 
thousand virgins. <A 
raneaal 
and 


tained for his splendor, and 


horses, his 


thou three 
subter 
vaults wer th the gold 
the gems and silks, of 


Kgypt, and Greece. 


harem 
hundred 

stuffed wi 
silver Rome, 
But of all this store- 


house of 


more than Oriental magnifi 
cence, accumulated by rapine and mur- 
der, not one stone remains upon anoth- 
er, nor is there a monument left save 
in that far away bastion, rising with its 


record of 
Pic 


of traditix 


beauty out of the Syrian sands. 


cing together a 


| the fragments 


mn, corroborating each other in 
poetry and memorial record, may not the 
imagination, soberly led by the indices 


of human nature, re 
the 


mstruct the story of 


beautiful Shireen, and in so doing 
interpret by her love-light the Palace of 
Mashita—nay,even unravel in some mea 


sure the disaster which fell upon it? Th 


would be doing with the human material 


just what that architectural Cuvier, Mr. 
Fergusson, did with the 
rial. He 
Mashita, and put the flesh of 
the of 


reare d the 


inanimate mate- 


reconstructed the elevation of 


beauty on 
When he had 


paper, he was asked 


bones tradit 
palace on 
for what purpose it 

the « 
royal hunting-box.” 

Here we Mr. Fergusson. 
His inferences with respect to Chosroes, 
he goes beyond his architectural in- 
terpretatl 


va built, and he 


drew Meciusio! that it was a 


have to leave 


hn, are not warranted by all that 


we can learn of the character of that 
king, who was not a man to expend pa- 
tient toil on the extravagant enrichment 
f a lonely shooting-box in the wilder- 
ness. It is to Shireen and her lover Fer 


had that we 


are compelled to 


turn tor 
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W ey ! 1 t follow the 
erse Le e and ofter 
ve ! l Per poeti 

I eve he n wud! exped 
rit ~ » SI ‘ in excur 
ni the cenes ot carnage were 
f the mosphere r ik ind 
ie retu url ar I e can 
I nad hat ie hea s oT the 
I gerec hose des te places 
e the hac KI Vn only ¢ n tners 
| i CK ) S pera ind 
1 thou neubine may not 
e bee t all delightful to the woman 
i poet! ss exalted, but it is 
ell eeping with the subtlety and 
se 4 i n wh held her roval 

1 her W | all | S m 
il nd disasters, to have in- 
ed tl ( in imperial hunt- 
box in the wilderness, and obtained 
ml to erect there wher e had 
wh | | vess worthy gift of cor 
noration and hnvenlence Onee that 

ingen project was entered upon, 
mu | ( lingered be nd all pa 
‘ but t both Shireen and Ferhad 
( no « sequence 
rive est cumstances, we can un- 
ind what Tervor the young 
d rou inder the eye and the 
it f his mistress while the’ king 
hun ( , at Damascus with 


explalps more eas and amply the 
uS1O] eauty bestowed upon these 
s tha | other and more pro 
service he sculptor and architect 
ed W he impulse of creative 
I would have covered the 

1 expressions of his 

| What cared these lovers for 
isola n and futil of it? They 
ed and lecorated the desert with 
own feelings. Bleak nature was 

r with beauty for them. Doubt- 

he children of the same ravens that 
the Prophet watched them from the 
t he Moabite sparrow twit 
1 aimlessly then as now, and the vul- 


in that leat 


then 
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blue vy; the scarlet ranunculus ar 

re ( i geranium Came tender! 
ere the lovers trod, just as they « 

up to-day along those valleys; and w 

ever of wing or leat or stem caug! 
rdent eve was transferred and tixe 
( perishable stone until eve 


fe and cusp boss was 


le eloquence. A hundred skilled 
san trom Damaseus obeyed him, a 


isahna iaves were 


camped about. 


them with vw 


urnished 





he s 

nied 

the bones and trappings of Crusader [ 
lu In that heyday of stolen 

the Syria! sky must have been 


bright, and there was no hurry. 


that ther were st 


Lleve 


outbursts 


sudden 
| 


tience, as the roval iocked 


hunter n 


and then it must 


that Shireen with her voice and 
wrought upon him that spell of whicl 
Persian poets are never weary of tell 
and with many wiles and seductive 


ed montn 


l after month. 
so the sculptured walls r 


intervening and sum1 


back as to a great tr 
have taken place sol 


teen vears between 
erusalem in 614 and the death 
Chosroes in But 
What we know with certainty 


the 


1) . »ANI1 
O2S. we ca 1O 


that one day 


stopped; the artisans dropped 


the stones were left poised but unplac¢ 


and the arabesque tells the story yet 
finishing-touches cut short. Then it 
that these lovers, like those of Ke 


tale, “ fled away into the storm. 
It would be gratifying if could 


lL We 
t what that interruption w: 
But here the curtain of m 


yvsterv, gel 


lifted for a moment by the imaginati 
tall iwain. 

( n Tristram is quite sure that t 
invading army of Heraclius was t 
cause of the sudden suspension of 1] 


was no doubt a sufficient caus 


and is, of 


WOrkK.,. It 
course, the 
to 


t remains possible that the love-stor) 


most convent 


to oceur any historic student 


but 


had a romantic catastrophe more in kee} 


ing with the “course of true love,” a 








uture examination he Pe n Mohammed heard | 
will disclose 1 Allah tear id t 
e few episodes in anc s t Chosroe 
with dramatic surprises As Gibbon pertin 
with an almost preter prediction is all the n ! ul 
vengeance as those six y f e time it was mad 
s Il. had become the 1 er of the n s upon whiecl predicate 
Every torm oft civ ition had nos was it 1 le than Herac 
ed with him only » submit and ignon r t, underwent a ch 
s tribute to Dastigerd. That im ( racter tl is without a 
ster Ph s had I to his histo ind suddenly became the 
| sueecessor Heraclius a distracted ng urge of the P Empir 
l ruche 1 R Iman Kmpire ind Le res ge i | U ’ ( i I 
s \¢ i , im! iediate ) ILL Lsé¢ »f were ) pt ym tl at Tt the ¢ 
strative ‘ength o1 tary valor. During those six vears of w 
iW Dai ascus i d Jerusalem fall, J seph il | Romeo thie a l 
t the means he disp sition to sculp disappears rom the 
( SUCCESSI1LVE catastrophes ; ind We « 1 Wwe | magine that art, | 
sae ed ed ees if Jerusalem M le 1 the death truggle 
irned and the uk ross” was n, but through all Shiree 
d off, tl whole Christian rld to have shared the fortunes 
1 indig? m and reproach ag st ma vhether by compuls 
Chen it was t* sroes, the we <¢ t s 1 she died 
e of powe1 woll with suecess de h him whe Heracl 
defiant of fate tse eo! iitted took Da rerd 
ndiscretion, hich the whole Thus it hat out of the ti 
medan world to this day attributes fragments man’s conquering 
lL. There w this time an. there spring ke those blue flow 
e ¢ tec ling | elf Moham- the sculptured st in the 
vho rote him a ter, humbly Moab, litt hint love and 
ing the ister of empires to that ar vept suddenly by the 
vledge Mol ) ed the Prophet the de sel i d « iT 
rod, to which Chosroes replied by amid these ent 1 ume} 
ull earing the le and throw Pe v not still be her 
t ito the rive Ix . When razack uld we but m her t 
] 7 ” . 
Venus de Milo 
BY) HOt ‘oan SUTHERLAND 
HAT d thou see with that i of thin 
In Venu the hl i 
Upon peaceful 1 
Sugges 1 gehts | ( hntimat ( 
And hy ps S ne Is the wi 
Of life yet pulsing tl h « et place, 
And i! tnou \ us u 
| ts Ip Di i 
‘I ug it all ft smile « I il Q n, 
l y ky rw spe eves z= TY rie | ive << ! 
Unhe a or Ties iVv¢ and : 1] hall SOt 
The hopeless Sphinx stares blindly at the sand 
But thou sl e’en outlast it: for the Hand 
That mou lo-di Ss r daughters toucheth the 
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e in Hypnotism 


} Of DUNCAN QUACKENBOS 
() t w it v ufferc ecured relief by easting 1 
| f e, wit (| physiciar vhole burdei f 
out l t ! pn il nd me} mperative ( e} ( se] rey 
h ( tt wi worry, or fear. It may require 
ug nist—a work that impli r even days, for one who extends 
( f ial effort nd subjectively to lift from | 
er 9 A mtil mid dead weight « such an impos n 
the ¢ t th ’ ‘ n acl mpt te hvp 74 > t 
Because | ( mething ng of my investigat 
: patient ' rwise, | ick of nervous dep 
_ , bankrur It S ever n el icter that I diseu 
1 e oft present ess t ! the advisability of discontinuing my 
the hy} procedure witl periments as a measure oT satety. 
nil hat it hat the eek’s time 1 had entirely rega 
sf \ 3 soul iy his 1 equilibriun ind resumed my w 
urn from his with renewed zest A lady who wa 
! ent " ictive victim of harassing delusion auton 
| = the perat oprective eally ffected an exchanger tT ment: Cc 
e ope r, where genuine rap- ditions with me, whereby her unwan 
realizes this act y ed deje became so realistically 1 
ear of continuous -_ is obliged immediately to se 
| treatment, coveril hange of employment. At the se 
‘ iby mal met tre t fter improvement had | 
| titudes put ny £ uch effect was percept 
\ r} f thy ( arse natures ire especially trvil 
l 1 ertain| ut of Ww e refined minds ennobl nd « 
‘ ir ‘ t l the earliest moment of <¢ 
I ‘ le en S] u the work, the 1 
dittere) sas regards conspicuous the aseent, and the gré 
f the ope r’s e consequel nditference of t op 
d degre subs to all worldly or purely material 
Some patient ire more derations. One seems sustained u 
other n ‘ her plane of undisturbed serenit 
walt: 7 ire seemingly neg Some twelve months ag n the 1 
sineerity ind vith 34 oT series ot vicious assaults uy 
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ul i without reference to space ty of suggestion, and whether o1 
ns, and are mutually impressed, disembodied souls reach, via the cha 
1, and refined. Subliminal minds of the related selfs, those of us who 
1 eem tf a attracted automati still in the flesh, one fact the wr 
to er « mplements, each the regards as_ established by his exp 
r re then, to instruct, to in ments, viz., a rational and dignified 
ind 2, as mere almoners to othe S open for such spiritual communica 
I 1 I help. W ere the means of every time lose ourselves in slum 
such communication com for there is no difference as regards 
ended and under control, deliberate gestibility between natural sleep and 
al treatment for functional sicknes so-called hypnotic trance. Spirit 
! il defect would be possible and communication implies a plane of me 
hn every way scientific. infinitely higher than that of the com 
Whence come the beautiful and prac séance, where soul and daimon ar¢ 
il thoughts that impress us as we posed to communicate through the m 
eep, and clamor for utterance at the of an entranced medium who chatt 
ent of our waking’ Granted dur- a confused mass of trivialities and 
hours of rest symposiums. relevancies. The human soul intuit 
kindred subliminal spirits having ly abhors an intermediary. If tl 
in common and free to com be impression by disembodied souls, t 


nterpenetrate, granted on such 





1 ns unrestricted access on the 
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experience and impulses and ideals cher- 
ed by every other soul, and thought- 
ipre n during states of sleep is ra 
tionally explained through creative com- 
municatio1 Che Gospel teaches the 
( nmunion f saints, the spiritual fel 
lowship, mystical in and through Jesus 
| t f all believers, dead as well as 
who are united in the Holy Cath 
Chure! But mystical communion 

does 1 cessarily imply communica- 
tion between the living and the dead. 
The teaching of the New Testament as 
{ he possibility of intercourse between 
e1 died souls and discarnate spirits is 
negative; but it positively affirms the pos 
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subliminal consciousness. 
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the dead 
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page of literature 
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the perishable body as an instrument 


expressio 











Donald’s Experiment 
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1 the fre, chated |! an 


d woul 


cookie Dona 


quest for the cookie, boy and placed him ir 

child alone in the room The womat had the ¢@ 
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through the doorway t not a shade Ik blue. 


f the house a cheery to a knowledge of th 
Don pounced upon her, her hold on the littl 


the nursery by her’ lips were pressed hung 


demanded that Maggi play head 


Instigator o1 a 


they made it up to- Don, awed into i 


should hide under the content to lie there 


Nona returned, Maggi ng was his mother. 
say that Master Donald had fallen to him than the queen 
window that being Nona’s ot hn st V-DOOK 
nd then t 1 uld be t] ib la wl 
vy d ived the le him o1 8 isc 
become Nel he crept un the nursery or grTres 
eyes shining, cheeks t the de th. * Bis 
golden ringlets all rut Ss mother was du 
nit And Nona came himself in odd ¢ n 
Maggie, With ; huge grin where, unseen, he 1 
humb towards the bed f r in he 


rie SCE TIC rave Ve § } ~ mew ‘ ! 
( he Wis Phe nurse | ( ( 
in the an and wailed: over his | 1. | 
He’s killed! Oh! Oh! | before | 
re il Stic even Gow tX (odnee | pper 1 
had been throw: pM ot another \ | } 
f it all was fairly to her. but she ere 


with mirth. Suddenly, in the Nona to take the boy 


doorway. The two servants thine and evervbody 


ed quickly, in a guilty kind of way. now, to lie there. to 





ld stood a woman, tall, checked, over the Si 


tn one hand pressed bi ittl Dil 
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1 n 1 hi | ‘ Dake some of Don’s, pease 
ri y ul wa hea baby v e right under her elbow 
at Me ; Bi iain +] ; ¢ 
ven! nd above l, to have he rms d the woman, and two pairs of 
ind h ! nas arms wert hort es met in the mirror of the dr 
| but these see! made to rest ( One pair, impatient, cold, | 
it W nat n i d les he other all generosity, all lo 
1 pl Ile took all affection. The mother laughed. 
I the tlo ti something | ha ent & doubt that the “\ 
a ell up rac El mateh,’ | said, with a littl 
‘ ‘ al I he tickled h vanity ‘but they are not exactly 
che mad longed to brush them § T want 
! vement might break this ‘Take some, pease, persisted 
pe f happine hy » child; [ dot lots Ile tried to 1 
1e t r ti le down to his pina-_ the scissors, but he was too short, an 
ore his attempt he overturned a nt-l 
Phe n’s voice, low, ang? with dire effects. There was a sum 
be ! he van heir olish, dismissal from the room, and a t 
‘Gertrude, how came retirement; and after that the same 
r rve desert vou?” he asked, loneliness began again. 
p vo in the chair. Dor One day he thought he could 
d fe himse , é n tl head, then it no longer, so he pushed away 
t rmly on the nursery floor The te and stationed himself at the 
n moment was ove! dow just as his mother and f: 
After lav | is not the vk rode through the great iron ‘ 
he ehild He realized what this w The would come back; they al 
derful 1 her-love was, that fate for did But would she come up to 
Vv reason thheld from him nursery, seat herself in the big el 
In } D rved little heart he longed and hold him in her arms? He 
j | r those golden minutes be waited for that eve da sines 
( ‘ but the v ver came back. ) l la ind he | ul eve beer 
’ H pare became again the strange, appointed. 
‘ the | id al ivs been Chen in his childish way lh reas 
Sprit d the great house on ed it all out. His mother had b 
W vith the laughter frightened the afternoon, months 
{ 7T One night when she had let him peep into t 
| \ ball nd begging heaven which she so constantly de 
N ( ce of an | er h I She had been frightened be 
edtime, he stole down into his he thought he had fallen out of th 
( | uk 1 himself di The afternoon slipped away 
cor) he watehed her put a golden spring sunset. She would « 
irve u | » her toilet SI back! It he were frightened ag 
4 thi would she come to the nursery and 
f dia She was look- — he ears fall on his cheeks? W 
in her dressing-tabl she ¢ 
d , d impetuously » the Would she? The sky was all pink 
| bhuc d gold beyond the gates. S 
“nN , ff ! \ der two black figures rode agains 
1 lu he glory Thev were e ming in thr 
N . 1 frighten “T did the thi ate Donald leaned far out to 
I hout tl little eur] her. The driveway led directly under t 
Q w the hair will window Gertrude and her | 
rl this damp weather ind came slowly back from their 1 
\f | ™ rritabli “The head laughing and_ talking Then, with 
fy hout them.” she said warning, without a word, without a 
uld look ridiculous stu he threw himself from the high easem« 
: coup! f little and fell at the fe of the moth 
horse 
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understanding, that then went out 
m me to my child’s father and to my 


that 
1) ] ° , ] 
iddenly awakened memory of my deep 


ld unborn. I was so stirred by 
ppiness—a happiness so deep that there 
that 
old Jan’s dy- 
r, and all my soul was filled with a very 
tender joy. I looked down 

Tace. It 
had for 
that he recog- 


no words for the telling of it 


xr a moment I forgot my 
stasy of 2 
ing in my old Jan’s dying 
look that I 
ago. I know 
In his eyes, for an instant, was 
if ty 3 ago I 
Oh would to God that 
instant he had died! 


light went out from his eyes. 


very 


tv vears 


; 
he answering look that fifty years 


ised to see there. 
n that 
The His 
ce Was grave again, and again was the 
ce oT a dying old man. I saw that his 


pS were moving—and my sorrow came 


into the heart of me as 


‘k like a knife 


my ear down close to his lips to 


ir his words. They 
ntly that I 


rather than really 


were spoken SO 
seemed to be dreaming 
them. 
took 
a flame that sud 
y was consuming my very soul. 


hearing 

the meaning of them, when it 

id upon me, was like 
l 


Vo. 
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This was what he said with his white 
dying lips, with the last feeble flutter of 
breath: That | might win 
thee for my own—it 
I took Esprit 
down thi 


his dying 
was the only 
unawares 
aume!” As 
he spoke a little shiver went through his 
Then he lay quite stil 
his White Penitent’s robe. 

A moment 


precipice of La ¢ 


body. 





passed before the black 
meaning of my old Jan’s words was cleat 
In that moment I heard our Curé 
earnestly: “A 


holy death has ended the holy life of this 


to me, 


say, solemnly and very 


good man. His soul is in peace with 
God!” Then I gave a great cry and fell 
down upon the bed beside my dead old 
Jan. They thought that I was dead too. 


Were there truly a God of 
surely 


He 
suffered me then to 
die. But I am still alive. 


merey, 


would have 


Vi 


That was thre days ago and to-day, 
upon the hill-side above the town, we 
buried my old Jan in the cemetery. All 
the while that the service was going on 


at the grave I was looking up at the great 
precipice ot La C 


of rock down whi 


1ume at the sheer wall 


1 he who has been my 
husband cast 
my lover 


It was 


fought fair for 


treacherously him that was 
more than fifty years ago 

fair fight Ilad_ they 
me I would have 
to the liy 


would have thought no 


not a 
given 
Ing victor, and I 
the dead 


Provencale. But 


myself gladly 


more ot 


1 


vanquished—lI being a 


it was murder. It was black murder 


thought of 


my young lover killed 
that way, foully, suddenly has made my 
old heart voung again, and full of young 


Esprit! For his 
with a glowing and 
But that old Jan 
not the worst. Through 


brave 
murderer I am filled 


a consuming hate. 


love for him—my 


my 
was a murderer is 
all these years that he has been living his 
life of 
living an 


that to think of it dizz 


outward saintliness he has been 


life of such mortal sin 


inward 
ies me! Uncon 
has 
the 


ago he received 


fessed of his crime, unabsolved, he 
partaken through all these years of 
Sacrament. Three days 

the Viaticum and was anointed with the 
holy oil. So he died In 
keeping up his outward saintliness to the 


end. And this 


murderer, this 


mortal sin 


\ 


who 


Was a 


lived a long 


saint 


aint who ha 
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hose words of his, whispered wit} 
ast breath, have wrecked the v 
me. How ean I have faith in 
in anything, since he, my old Jan 


has walked, 1 have believed, oni 


ways of holiness; in whose heart, |] 


t the vel ( re of it has borne 
the side me through a long 
burde f such monstrous crime?’ S 
ne was 1 st I do not believe tha 


man ever has been feal. 

For me, this night, the very f: 
the earth is riven asunder, and th 
f heaven are falling; and in p 
the faith that was in me I beli 
that all the things which seem t 


| . 
life excellent and holy are SI 





in their sleey 


should keep. 


1 } 1 
, ae} md kev 

! ' 
thy 11] | raie: 
ey ul ke ( 

} 1 

m the e 











The English Language 
ALFRED 


ITS DEBT TO 


BY BRANDER 





| a thousand years since the death 
{ the great Englishman King Al 
red, in whose humble translations we 
see the beginnings of English litera 
( Until it has a literature, however 
rretending and however artless, a lar 
e is not conscious of itsel ind it is 
re in no condition to maintain its 
( ey over the ects that ir'¢ ts 
is rivals And tis bD 3 lite ture 
lv that a language forever binds 
er the peoples who speak it—by a 
ire in which the characteristics of 
peoples are r 1 and preserved 





* resolved to 


open to his people in their own 
cue the knowledge which till then had 
limited to the clergy,” and he “ took 
books as he found them,” the popular 
uals of the day, Bede and Boethius 


h 


and expand 


{ QOrosius 
} ind, 


and contracting as he saw fit. “ Do 


These he translated wit 
1 


editing freely 


1 
Ss own | 


blame me if any know Latin better 


n I,” he 


we & 4 
ys i¢ 


modest dig- 
he 
1ust do what he does according 
And Green, 


explained with 


r every man must say what 


ys and ! 


» his ability.” from whom 


5 quotation is borrowed, insists that, 
‘simple as was his aim, Alfred created 


AING 


MATTHEWS 


English literature ie English litera 
ture which is still ve and sturdy atter 
a thousand years, and which is to-day 
Hourishing not only in Great Britain, 


where Altred founded it, but here 


in the 
United States, in a larger land, the ex 
stence of which the good king had no 
eason ever to surmise. 

This English literature is like the lan 
guage in which it writt ind also like 
the sto t speaks the nguage, wher 
ever the race may have planted or trans 
planted itself, whether by the banks of the 
little Thames or on the shores of the broad 


mighty M Lit 


Hudson and the 


and 


ssippl 


] 
language 


erature and people art 
practical, no doubt; but they are not what 
they are en called: they are not prosaic 
On the contrary, they ire poetic, essen 
tially and indisputably poetic Phe peo 
ples hi peak English ire, and alway 
have been, self-willed and adventurou 
his they wer ng before King Alfred 
time n the irly days when they wer 
leu ns 1! erely, nd | 1 1 Ve won 
their wa nto Britain 1 this they ar 
-da vine the most of them no longe 
dwell in old England, but in the newer 
England here in America I have 
ever ked the restrall ind eserve 
which are the conditions of the be t prose 
and they have always exulted in the un 


da 


ele ent rT 


ring imagination 


tiring energy and the 


which are the vital poetry 





“Tn his busiest davs Alfred und time 
to learn the old songs of his race by 
heart.” so the historian tel us: ind 
he bade them be taught n the p lace 


school. 


Lvrie 


I las 
wavs been at its best, lvrie and dramatic; 
ind the men who speak English have al- 
ways been individual and independent, 
every man ready to fight for his own 


hand: and the English language has gone 
its own way, keeping its strength in 


of the efforts of ped int 


and peda 


spite 
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f I emselives as grea mas 
as \ the (rree > I a thie 
Ly e! I { ha een th r the Ri mans, would el 
‘ ure 1d 1 have shown the same OWE ( 
eve ! ent nd gre t themselves an others, 
( diverse nati sll 
‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ enturl pil 
N ad ~ I \ ( l ( i¢ i ( rs ( 


] era ( " ‘ } hee tor 
eng “The poetry of asserted and unduly insisted wW 
kenglar has « uch to the different vas so convenient and so useful 
rac | é vith the original could not help being overworked 
Knglish race; : ed much to the although it is not so impregnabl 
aifferent types poetry t absorbed va Supposed to be, it need not 
Ay t i We Frencl Italian, endered at the first attack: and alt 
Spanish; but be these admixtures we are compelled to abandon the 
| ‘ rought its steady as a whole, we can save what it Co) 
It seized nsmutec modified of trut! 


lhe I ught its steady acteristics, and yet most of the pec 
l tu I glisl nature ti Le oted then are evide1 \ i 
l ‘ 1] ( t nd « wed tus tells us that the Germans wet 
ssiias ; irpose ? | there such _ fair - haired, and phlegmatie. Phe 
1 thing, of a « taintv? Can there be great eaters, not to say gross feeder 
" a leed? These questions hey were given to strong drink 
l¢ ! 1 accustomed tft pa thei ses Viti their pers 


n races not merelv with cet need be. They were individual a 





it evel vith cer dependent Their manners wer 
' eming rtain peoples not t m violent. They wer 
Nec 1 in one voor al : e domestic virtues, the 
| ex nle. we have held it as an being chaste and the husbands 
rticl fait] t the Greeks. by their Th ed war as they loved 
ad } ] ng é é OT Tor! Phe 1 passk iL del \ 
pacity fil } richer than that r of poliey in pub issembly 
ealad } } . ly ’ e daw? Phe evel peopl ot our ¢ I 
ely And agai hav ! re descended f1 e Leute 
! t n < tructive | ( ril I acitus \ so symp 
. ’ 7 law nsig 1a bee develoy 
tildit y Ve } ve eC! es, I e OF les ear 


} ] hie remote sa) ed influence both geographical an 
r t] E T an Now come the cal, and it . mall wonder that the 
lvoeat f a later theory, who tell us diverged as they have, and that 1 
4] Ra risties of the Greeks and of them nowadays completely repr 
R he 3 ult ot mv the original stock ypome ol the pt 
1) 4 7. ; itu at theirs. or of any Tae tu made are true to-day in Pr 
\ predist i n toward art or toward and are not true n Great Britair 


ad I t } n. but are caused rathe r by ome h t he mie he re 1n the | ni 
te. of geographical although they miss the mark in Germa 


! f historical position. We The modern Germans still reté 





orical a 
. : } ’ 1 = 
ssured ow that the Romans, had ot these lacitean characteristics 
hev been in tl nlace of the Greeks and the | oples that speak English have 
mder like cirem lane mignt have re in thei adventurous career over s 











as de« p legally as it 
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express¢ its very Sé E? é i one t! 
acutest ot British critics; and we have 
the proot of this at hand in the character 
istic ditferences between the English lan 
guage and the Germa | i rm 


De CTS; and Wwe lave 2 < lence oO ! 
n the tact tha \ Am« ( regard ou 
ru aganes ‘ meet 
ng of the old Teutor vhile the mod 
Gverinans are submitting series 
triais Tor lese-ma} 

Certain it is tl one ot rue ‘ 
which have moditied the modern Englisl 
stock 18 a Celtie stra It the pe ples 
that speak English are now 1 quite like 





the people that speak Gert in, plain! thi 
s one reason: they have had a Celt id 
mixtur whict as light dad them an 
contributed elements lacking the orig 


element are snot easy, but t cle Vv the 
presence ls mpossi ble The Celt ha an 
mpetuos | SW t perce] 


tion which we do not find in the original 
feuton, and which the man wl speak 


the man who sp German. The Cel 





nglish is now more likely to possess tl 


is a certain sny dele > ie ha 
happy sensibility and a turn for charn 


ing sentiment; he | a delightful ly: 








Less than two centuri atter tl! or 
King Alfred had declared English law 


and established Englis!] literature, the 





upple - u t 
poets that were to come after I N 
man conquest had brought I vy ane 
needed contribution t tne ng) char 
acter: it had resulted in an mense e1 
richment of the English | uage; and 


had related English literature again t 
the broad current of European life. Ti 
the orig I il Te utonic basis nad been 
added Celtic and Norman and Lat 
strains: and still “the English nature 


vrought its steady will,” still it expresse 
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eretions fro the outsid ’ ) 

the edict of Nantes was revoked the ] 
lish gained much that the French 
Che Huguenots were stanch men 
sturdy, of great ability often, and 


high seriousness. Some crossed 


Channel and some crossed the oceat 
no one of the strands which hav: 
twisted to make the modern Am« 
is more worthy than this. 


More important than this French 


tribution, perhaps, was another in 
the Celtic influence. When the K 
Scotland became King of Englar 
rmer subjects swarmed to Lo 
preceding by a century the Irishm«: 
made themselves more welcome 
English capital, with their airy 
their touch of Celtie sentiment 
heavier than th Scotch raid 
land, and the Irish invasion, was 
flux of Seotch, of Irish, and of S 


[risl nto Amer 3 At the 


Lord Lyndhurst was expre 
n that the English held th 
» blood. aliens. in 
hie ligion the Irish wet 

their thousands fro 
elt thus ra 

i { pre ud { i 11n 

| Yet in England 
[ris] elr ma on literature 
up comedy, tor which the 


the } nth centul ilon 
p ed d brightened by the } 
s Sheridan, and of Golds 
\bou end of the same centur 
Si | n to make the 
( nd ulating cont! 1t10 
English | ire, which was 
iin by Burns th his breath of 
| DV vith his many 
charm 1 by Byron with his reso 
? Té OT re 
Just as the Angles and the Saxo1 
the Jutes had mingled in Great Br 


ce the Englishman, and had | 
modified by Celtie and Norman and | 

influences, so here in the United St 
the Puritan and the Cavalier, the Dut 
man and the Huguenot and the Gern 
the Irish and the Seotch and the Scot 
Irish, have all blended to make the An 
ican. Nota few of the original Teuto 


( | bv T i< 


i 
race-characteristies record 
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characteristics 
1an dramatists 

g company 
nh has dropped 


lf Ther 





peech ¢ 1 [ [ I er 

irger treedom than ! the 

n speech of Great Britain, a fig 
e vigor that the | abethans would 
relished and underst a It S not 
u significance that the game ol 
best liked by the adventurers whi 
ed the Armada should have _ beer 
again to delight the Argonauts of 
I} ( i ‘ { { ‘ ~ ¥ ot Live 

stock, never more exuberant 
ived than under Elizabeth, suffered 
liminut I n crossing the Atlai ( 
has been strengthened on this 
since every native American must 
he descendant of some man more ven 
some than his kin who thought best 
iV al hor r Nor > the energ less 
rinative, although it has 1 taken 
li l¢ “ There 


» for poetry among Puri 


so Lowell reminded us, “* and yet 1 
pe ple h ear cht 1 imagination, 
f those very 


conceived the great e] thev dic 
e books are States, and iad 
on this continent from Maine to Cal 
More tha halt t se whi mn Eng 


Was { stolidity closely ak 


But 


ere not stolid: 


ntury 
surely the E 


An erica 


tupidity. 


} + 
ana ne 


e been accused of many 


rsely: “ They 
h f it. or thev eould never 


i, 


izabethans PB: 
(who 


things) h: 
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iggart and 
he w: ! 


ce « ( 
lim trom the 
No longs 

vy special 
Vel Vv ( 


been added Roma 


lish are 


thev have ré 


varied stock 


freshness a 


now dawel the Uy i sstates, al 
than a third dwell withir Britis ll the wel 
S To some it mav seem merely fan together it 
no doubt, but still the question m Throug] 
put, whether the Brit the Ame1 guage, 1 
to-day really elos« he E] King Alfr 
in? It has recently been remarked of the law 
the typical John Bull was invisil out t lan 
England while Shakspere was alive good king 
d that he has become possible in Gr re not qu 
ritain onlv since the day when these but they d 
ited States declared their indep both fl 
nee Walter Bagehe the s] ew lest the hi irlic 
ties of his fellow-countrymen, mai m a 
ned that the saving virtue of the Brit tock has 
h people of the middl ot the I neteenth the sam 








aesecne 


mansard-roof, and the the bay should not eall 





Chitar’s Easy Chaic. 


n of the map, mettos beside it, swaying and 
nds glimmer n the tropic breeze, and you ki 
tle roup oft whe t migrates back to the Ne 

trom con land hill-country, at the end of 
ight ne de m, you shall find it with the 
upon them, to still before its veranda, and 

tl ship’s at home, somewhere in the Vern 


O ir and en New Ilampshire July. The re 


wonted place the same American groups lool 
lown a ep ( the and rocking and 
1 group. though, is! not so many 
vl ¢ nm mid roc " 
ere I] ou he hi ranslat 
$ ‘ ‘ be he ded red or blu 
( Tact ind rT he iritish irmy ind na 
ha tl \ 1 lend u ( ind col rhe 
\ n tl ups? Whe hould 
1 ind the | e wall f hitewi ( 
iwonal nd the rae ls which eve 
I i! | | ( ltl, | he f l ] | 
: 1 full rose mind lilies? The 
ot ‘pest come teen seene othe 
( I 1 in Ce CASE f him wl I 
iy ( u l ul s 
the turqu rlow a ! from Ww 
l | ) ! l ( nd 


eet it hore is not « l; bu 
| iY ) To | sure, the hite 
i | ror in this s 
. 3 ne ma not 
t I vfall f home vin 
$ so ! e mu nkly n them 
ee ; SE Ie, gether with the on 
ituralest t. ed and green-latticed galleries. 
| h their least suggest the tropical scenery 
the summer “ Prue and I” as one remembers 
ht have drift- it t ugh Titbottom’s Spectacl 
| m trom vet, f ne suppl es roofs of bre 
vhen, upon tiles, it is all Venetian enough, w 


and hedged to the fond effect. It is 
wonder that indeed, that it wants but a fev 


ronde d noisy gondoliers, in 
were so Ta the dark, t 
The hotel 


Green Moun voing illusion; and there is 1 


iciturn oarsmen of the 


I 


detail, from the son why the rough little isles that 


shuttered walls, to spectively San Giorgio and Sar 


waitresses in mente, and Sant’ Elena and San 


+ 


lump of pal- zaro: they probably have no other na 











to complete the coming 


themselves 








EDITOR'S E 


is all the 


r and sun and sky, and if it be really, 


atmospheric, an affair of 


unreally, San Lazzaro out yonder on 
island levelled for the purpose to 
e tide, with its cedars turned to ecy- 
es and its gardens caressing the 
ters of the Armenian convent, then 
ist be Padre Giacomo Issaverdens, 
e young English-speaking monk, who 
ends the landing-steps to weleom«e 


to that home of 
Young? Yes, 


course, 


peace 
surely, and with black 


and 


and with 


1 ’ 
black robes flowing 


is Teet, a smile of the 
black-bearded face 


1862, and is not ev- 


t kindness on his 
t! Is this 


54 
dy v ‘ An elderly man, you 


not 
ung 


with white hair and be: 


robes? You will be feigning next 
it is an elderly man coming to meet 
and take from him the book dated 
101 which he extends in recognition 
long amity between them. You are 
ked by the enchantment of this isl 
Prospero and Miranda and Caliban 
the book is substantial enough, what- 


its apparent date. and a work 


world lore and interesting 


p, most fit to 1a 

e as familiarly s ve as the land- 
1 rf he prime t I 

I] 

where else, unl perhaps in the 

dened cloisters of San La itself 

ld one so fitly read the s es of the 

n and expulsion, the first fratri- 

the lives I e pl phets I | patri- 

chs, the wisdom of Solomon, the love 

Asse idyl T the 


nath for Joseph (a: 


es d sweetest passion ),and the “ In 
ries made by the Prophet Esdras of 

Angel of the Lord coneerning the 
uls of men,” which Padre Giacomo 
; done into sw biblical English 


books. 


of the 


Armenian 
from the 
iureh and the doubts of the 


ypoeryphal 


is 
world, the 


re, sate cre 


bles of these uneanonical writings 
ve a power upon the soul which they 
ild not hav in the continent upon 
ther side of the great sea. One sim- 
fies one’s self, and enters into the in 
mate life of Eden upon terms which 


accepted Scriptures ean 


) gladly hears in detail what 
| to Adam 


in commending the fatal 


V CcIill 
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apple to him, and learns tl 
held the 


amined it 


m 
apple in his hand, and ex 
for about three hours, | 
t live without my wife,’ ” 
stand e that had 
Cy 


5 I cant 
SO ate it 
he 


have 


‘not unde 


kept the commandment 
created another and much more 
handsome w 6 
Poor Adam was at 
and much 


child 


ory 


fathe - and merited a 
son than Cain 
hood of the rae 


which “hath the primal 


eldest curse upon it,” more vividly than 
in that of the Eden innocence, and there 
is a pathos in Abel’s appeal to his piti 


less 


brother, when Cain will not are 


him, which pierees the soul ‘ Brother 
bring tl face that I1 t hat m 
heart may not be in want 

The sharp black pebble which Satan 
threw down to Cain to do t murd 
with was small that | lly in an 
hour could |} lav him nd the Ar 
menian apocryphers — | may ) 


eall those early novelists) m to think 
this a long time, as if ti fratricide had 
not been ng n through all the ee 
turies since down to tl hour, in every 
part I the a] he } t perhaps no 
other pier earth | ( i thes 
Summer Islan | has come nto its pre 


upon it But her no al ginal per 
shed before thx vad r the land 
was found uninhabited, and the Eng 
lish who came into bloodless possession 
of it have 1 enced it 1 | h im- 
pregnable forts, and 1 | rainbow 
waters, and planted them with torpedoes, 
and set a squadron of war-ships to guard 

lent milat on, and 


it from beney 
i by 


to keep its peac ful tradition intact 


every appliance of war. 


It is as like the Eden of tl 


Armenian 


apoeryphers as anytl that ean be fan 
cied, and it has this advantage over 
Eden, that apparently it was not woman 
ind her seed h expelled, when 
once she set foot here, but the serpent 
and his seed: women 1 abound in the 
Summer Islands, and there is not a snake 
anywhere to be found There are some 


tortoises at | a 








lat 1 I § note o deep and hoars« 
almost spring 
ne I 


daynamite, 


the 


th 
tortoises 
at ‘larchal 
bre 


preterences 


wn ad 


those OT a colo a 


America 


ob 


fisl 





the 


and 


est tacts of nature 


J 


umiliar 
through ng stretche ot wav-siad 
and ther 


clump ( 


for complaint, 
” use thev are not nearly enoug! 
landseape, whicl 
r presence remains s 
The Vv 


the 


were much 


late hurricane 
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which afflicted all the vegetation 


islands, and some of the royal I 
were blown down. Where these ar 
standing, as four or five of them 
a tamous avenue now quite one 


they ol 


who 


are a majesty befitting tha 
any king could 


pass |} 
Philip of 


moment 


vy ther 
Ma "CU 


Ss could 


sovereign except 


his least judicial 
betwee! them. 
rhe century-plant, which here do 


require pampering under glass, but 


ly take its pl 


ace out-doors with the 


er trees of the garden, employs 1 
less than a hundred years to brin; 
to bloom It often flowers 
thrice in that space of time, and 
to take away the reproach of the 
tants for a want of industry and e: 
prise: a century-plant at least cou 
no more in any air, and it merits 
for its activity in the breath of t 
languorous seas. One such is in | 
it this very writing, in the garden 
use which this very writer mark« 
| own on his first drive ashor 
tl steamer to the hotel, when | 
owed in its dim unknown interio 
the vy multiples of himselt 
ire LOW pr t\ we dispersed 
") « ot the earth Tr} 
7 
0} ‘ un hours. has app: 
brought n hie ventieth eentul 
agreement with th Pope rather 
the K aise r the tre s celet 
the new cycle by an efflorescence 
ni the night with a heavy heli oO} 
sweet On the herb beneath, i1 
effulzence of the waxing moon, the 
tiple w h has spiritually exproy 
the leva whners st etches tsell ] 
nterminabl revery i he s \ 
come hing back to it on the \‘ 
ki Sil adjacent shore vhe rr 
white uses whi also it inhal 
bathe their snowy underpinning. 
this dream the multiple driv h 
from the balls of either hotel with 
young girls in the little victorias, wl] 
must pa its sojourn; and being 
a vision itself, forecasts the shapes 


flirtation which shall night-long gild 
flas 


Of 


visions of their sleep with th 
military 


the 


and naval uniforms. 
multiple 


has been at the dance 
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} 


ieartache for the dances 








a shadowy | 
rtv years ag and knows en ugh 
confuse the uniforms. 
LV 
vi you walk it what- 
| are sweetly calling 
( inders and the wild 
ul edar-tops They ar 
y te like our own; and 
rds, but of a deeper blue than 
and redbirds of as liquid a_ note 
tt so varied, as tl ot the redbirds 
uur woods. How came they all here, 
m hundred mile from any larger 
1? Some think, on the stronger wings 
tempests, for it is not within the 
vledge of men that men. brought 
Men did indeed bring the pesti 
sparrows which swarm about their 
tions he re, and beat awa\ the 
r and lovelier birds with a fero 
inknown in the human occup I 
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enty years out of slavery, with the fu 
enjoyment of all their civil rights, w 
out lifting themselves from theiy old in 
feriority. They do the hard work, in 
their own easy way, and possibly do not 
find life the burden they make for the 
white man, whom here, as in our own 
country, they load up with the conun 
drum which their existence involves 
him. They are not very LV nd do not 
rise to a joke with that flashing eagern: 
which they show for it home. If you 
have them against a background of bana 
na-stems, or low palms, or feathery canes, 
nothing could be more aecceptabl char 
ceteris of the air and _ sky nor are 
they out of place on the box of the lit 
tle victorias, where visitors of the more 
nquisitive sex put them to constant que 
tion. Such visitors spare no islander of 
anv color. Once, in the pretty Publie 
Garden which the multiple had claimed 
for its private property, three unmerci 














ie islands. Still, the sparrows have ful American women suddenly descend 
means conquered, and in the wilder ed from the heavens and began to qué 
ces the cat-bird makes e cause tion the multiple’s gardener, who was 
the bluebird and the ‘d, and peacefully digging at the rate of a spade 
s its own against them. little ful every five minutes. Presently he sat 
und-doves mimic in miniature the down on his wheelbarrow, and then shift 
m and markings and the gait and ed, without relief, from one handle of it 
d behavior of our turtle-doves, but to the other. Then he rose and braced 
haps not their melancholy cooing. himself desperately against the tool- 
ture has nowhere anything prettier house, where, when his tormenters drift- 
n these exquisite creatures, unless it ed away, he seemed to the soft eye of 
the long-tailed white gulls which sail pity p nned to the wall by their cruel 
r the emerald shallows of the land- interrogations, whose barbed points wer¢ 
ked seas, and take the green upon’ buried in the stueco behind him, and 
r translucent bodies as they trail whose feathered shafts stuck out half a 
r meteoric splendor against the mid- yard before his breast. 
sky. Full twenty-four inches they Whether he was black or not, pity could 
sure from the beak to the tip of the not see, but probably he was At least 
le pen that protracts them a foot the garrison of the islands all blael 
nd their genuine bulk; but it is said being a Jamaican regiment of color 
tempers are shorter than they, and and when one of the warriors comes 
attack fiercely anything th sus- down the white street, with | swagger 
too intimate a curiosity econcern- stick in hand, and flaming in searlet and 
t r nests gold upon the ground of his own black 
lr) are probably the only short-ten ness, it is as if a gigantie oriole wer 
red things in the Summer Islands, coming toward you, or a mighty tulip 
e time s so long that if vou los These gorgeous creatures seem so much 
ir patience vou easily find it again. readier than the natives to laugh, that 
( 1eS not light seems to be the you sh to test them with a joke. But 
ng human quality, 1 a good it might fail. The Summer Islands are 
ire of it belongs to such of the natives a Britisl ony, and the e does not 
in no v light. Our poor breth flourish so | ntly h e other 
n of a different pigment are in the things. 
ge majority, and they ha been Vv To be sure, one of the native fru 
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eems sort f joke when ou hear it 
first named, and when you are offered a 
ia if you are of a frivolous mind 
you search your mind for the connectio1 
ith loquor which it seems to intl 
mate Failing in this, vou taste the 
ru i! the! t not pertectiyv ripe, 
u lar I loquaciousness as 


if you had bitten a green persimmon 


But t is ripe, it is delicious, and may 
be consumed indefinitely. It is the only 
f lit vn nh one can wish to eat 

all, with an unpractised palate, though 

it is claimed that with experience a rel- 
ish may come for the pawpaws. Thes¢ 
break it in clusters of the size oft 
oranges at the top t a thick pole, which 
may have some leaves or may not, and 
ripen as they fancy in the indefinite sum- 
mi They are of the color and flavor 


muskmelon which 

has grown tox patch of squashes. 
One may learn to like 

but one must study hard. It 


of a very insipid littl 
near a 


this pawpaw, 





ves, 

when plucked by a young islander of 
Italian blood whose father orders him 
up the bare pole in the sunny Sunday 
morning air to oblige the signori, and 
then with a pawpaw in either hand stands 
t ng with them about the two bad 
vears there have been in Bermuda, 1 


robability of his doing better in 


ni not imagine 


from 
and lets the 


winter, however, and he shrinks 
yietured rigt rs, 


gnori go with a sigh, and a bunch of pink 


and crimson roses 

The 1 s e here, budding and 

! e quiet bewilderment 

vhicl ittends ( flowers ind plants 
m the temperate ne in this latitude, 
nd whicel the « of the strawberries 
trered W h ere ind cake il motnet! 
public rarden ¢ pre es itsel n 1 Col 
fusior ‘ed ripe fruit and white blos 
mY m the same stem. They are a plea- 
sure of the nose and eye rather than the 
palate, as happens with so many growths 
f the tropies, if indeed the Summer Isl- 
and re tropical, 1ich some plausibly 
det thoug! ndeed, why should not 
str err fresh picked from the plant 


be 


in- 


Summer Islands are few, 
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athletics between te: n 


the order ol 

the army and navy, and what ma 
ed societetics, have happened 

past enchanted fortnight. But 


ents have happ 
ot 
grumble at eit 


south and now ¢ 


than ev 


such like qu 


rain 


that one could not 


pale now from the 

the north, with the languor of th 
and the vigor of the other in the 
here were drives upon drives that 


} 


somewhere, would 


they |! 


but 


same if 


always to 
delightful th 


been mere goings and comings, past 


been 





white houses overlooking little la 
through the umbrage of their palm 

The lawns professed to be of grass, 

were really mats of close little h« 
which were not grass: but which, wh 
the sparse cattle were grazing them, sex 
ed to satisfy their inexacting stoma 
They are never very green, and in fact 


landscape often has an air of exhau 
and pause which it wears with us in 
August; and why not, after all its 


minable, innumerable summers? Ey 
where in the gentle hollows whic] 
eoral hills (if they are eoral) sink 
are the patches of potatoes and | 
and onions drawing their geometr 


lines across the brown, red. weedless s 


and in very sheltered spots are bans 
orchards which are never so snugly 
tered there but their broad leave 
whipped to shreds. The white road w 


between gray walls crumbling in an 
but held toget 


net-work of ma 


disintegration, 


nst ruin by a 


hair ferns and creepers of unknown na 
and overhung by trees where the e: 
climbs and hangs in spiky links, o1 
another sort, pierces them with spe 
stems as tall and straight as the s 


ghboring bamboo. 


ot the ne 


trees cluster like quinces in 


and show their pale g 
the road runs 
but 


dow ns 


most part 


sometimes 
beside 


wind-wor1 


ind waters, 
the 
grotesque 


and beautiful with 0 


high 


climbs to 


open sea with 


wave-worn rocks, 
and the lack legs of 


the tint 


escent beaches, 


negro children paddling in 
rainbow. 

probable 
but 


the prostrate 
All this 


en ugh at 


and natu! 


seems 


the writing: 




















EDITOR’S STUDY I 
hen one has ed one’s | } d mosquitos ng 
Will it not ! he gros a- drowsing ear, but bite 1 th { ( 
trave gs eS § bu | n 1 
h the liars who sw them « not marshes stand mangrove ret whose 
nselves believe ¢ \ at will be Said bi nehes grow aownwards oO é 
tu When vou tell that in the Summer as 1 ey wished to g back into the 
is one has but hole in |! earth and pull in after t ( 
1 and take out a oust ft sott ne emerged 11 i¢ 
vy sandstone ane ‘ t up and ¢ Ihese every-day facts seem 1 ! 
ng in it’ What, when vou relate incredible to the liar himself, ever ! 
among the north 1 southert esence, bu ‘ e Easy Cha 
rreens there re dec s tre t ‘ el thi ( S 
h, in a clime wher ere is no f Ni Y ork Set ( 
pring mply drop th leaves when become impossible. As impossible as the 
re tired of keeping them o1 nd summit the slant now appears to the 
out others when they feel lke ¢ sense which shudderingly figures it a 
when you pretend tl n ab- Bermuda pawpaw-tree seven hundred 
oft serpents ther i! ecentipedes a miles high, and fruiting iciecl nd sn 
long, and spiders the bigness of bats, balls in the cold March air! 
. 7 ~_ 
Edttor’s Study 
é \* 
I the grateful sound of praises awarded t 
S we write, Easter is st passed. heroism, it was always, and rrows more 
Every vear more and more this and more to be, an oc ! nal 
ple, wl however divided | liffer union has been cemented | 
sion of sentiment whie! Ss n n = ( ~ Ss 1 ngled in 1 < ! I SACT 
human nature, bei the fice, this ment of ] e pride 
an Churel s old ndeed, as be ( holie, claimit for the whol 
no-time the seas I 1] ) t¢ neon le the her 2 eVveT ceet 
e physical worl ind spol The Memorial covers ur soldier 
a said 2 ee ' orave 1 ee 
l s a hap] er iT That our es, buried ( 
ID lel - 4 t be neglect beaut , 
s Easter, fallin t] he me } vv nstituted last vear in many 
of Goreacene he af the coast towns of ' Bands 
he religious vy Faster has NS Gf eehoolehildre = Wes ] 
! lual soul a deepe ne : 1) to bluff or vw ae q 
stmas—one ot hye | elv ex f] ers into the se the } riot song's 
essed in revels or , ee ae bis, Bess It is 
l-will—so Memorial Dav prompts Jikely that the cust v me gel 
per patriotic thoug! thar es the eral alor ur W st. S ! - 
urth oO July oO! whiel ‘ celebrate dividual oT < Die remo! 
r nation’s nativity It is not ushered becomes w n mple and 
by the firing of cannon and the rin picturesque nd \ ! wasteful 
o of hella ee ee es h as might prompt one to ask 
rase and loud hurrahs Not nstar d why tl! luc f the flower should not 
its original association wit] row be give to the poor; though, inland, the 
hen for so many thousands the sense of flowers that mav not be cast inte the sea 
private grief, fresh in memory, mingle t beautifully serve their Memorial 
th the fragrance of floral offerins ! se if, in the name of our naval 











HARP 


ERS 


buted among 


n homes 


\\ he M | sentiment is blend 
| 1 kened consciousness of 
it tar transcending th IS 
won in the peaceful 
imp! erce, and our apprecia 
tior f vonsibility we share with 
eoples the best interests of 
( 1 
I] 
a lent writes deprecating our 
( | riters who, ilthough 
l t ew things, will clothe 
em ! lready familiar fashion. 
They re wd, Oot urse, else the \ could 
me standard But this is 
i te! lr as well as in occu 
nd competition; 
ere pul ( rT books ind mara 
( ( t lesire for novelt 
! I re ( ( ergy i l mil 
Wi surprised by this compla 
Wi rather have expected a protest 
| tude in favor of 
ecause uld be a 
. cause the vastly larger 
| led to these writers 
m y t a better justifica- 
) r we could with better grace 
4 ld 1 willingly defend ur 
‘ l ! rm hypothetical 
t he urs by our cor 
‘ r more \ 
| Ss a pal if 
} ) " he usually 
( lial defence Our oldes 
| eX] enced writers 


Mutat ns 
< t thei 
( ) much 
i> pe Te | al 
I r wo! 
( ( ins il 
} ; 


! l LOW 
| ut h ye briet 
| u ve } 
This rap 
u I l aut 
} rt | el! il novel 
Parker and Miss Wilkins 
» th Magazine show 


height of excellence tl 


Is by Gilbe 


for granted 
literature e 
rk Probably 


absolute 


season onl} 
} 

nee to me 
] , 

d success 

} + + 
hor to attaul 


rt 
now appear- 


these authors 


by could never 


MONTHLY 


MAGAZINI 


have reached if they had been 


denly displaced by others in the poy 


thu 


bavor. 

Old clothes are always for sale 
discount; partly because they have 
come worn, and partly because they 
out of fashi Does the fay rite ai 


so soon wear out his wel ¢ 
Are our reader 


sO 6 Capricious and Ice 


*OTHE 
like x 


mstant ¢ \ 


, much as they 


they really “ off with the old love” bi 
they re on with the new”? Ww 
he rather hear some new ee. u 


he rore, th: 
Howells in the E: 


has to-day a 


more hearty welcome th: 
evel had before. He has becom 
cherished friend, a national posse 
so that our despite or oblivious ne; 
of him would seem to imply a 
pat m Bret Harte’s latest ¢ 
story, nel Starl r the P 
} read with as zestful inter 


a ce cline ot power wit 


clining years, the glory of the sunset 
holds the gaze; the reader’s loving re; 
Ss col int nd he finds yme specia 
cellence in the late golden tru 
apples I HH spel some especially 
flavor in the wine of the last vintag 
A good part of the culture of any 
the culture of its readers 
terest in its best writers n its own 
even m than mn the best of any 
or r these writers thems« 
have re ed the re] T m the 
bearet i tl past rather it is a 
tl il eacl bears having 1 continue 
lumination, but filled with the oil of 
own time th its peculiar motives 
Insp ns, so tl his creations beget 
med ite ind s pathetic response | 
1 ven al Cu ul is nn il l ned, ey 
mr the iol of readers Homer, \ 
£ | Dante Ss] ikspere, ind Milton 


] ® 
reserved mainly for 





use of ‘aring ministrants 

presel literature. For 

maste ndeed, the past culture 
‘ 1 


prime necessity; the writer without 


h ms¢ If 


iture, and 1 


have no permal 


place nh l ter ) bequest 


{ ices Tl 1 ' 1 
future masters. ie heritage does 


technieal scholarship, and it 1 


he indirectly obtained, i. without 


classic authors. Shaksn« 














th little Latin and less Gree had 
manifestly and in such plenitude as 
suggest the Baconian authorship of 
S he creative faculty is wo1 
illy assimilative The culture ga 
I m the pest write! oul time 
i, for a reader of qu 1 sens 
imaginatiol quite s ( as a 
f stimulus and spiration, with 
vl known ; classical educa- 
But what just here ve wish to em 
e is the culture of a reader simply 
reader, and due to the development 
nterest in the best contemporary 
= ot his sympathy with their 
eht and feeling, and of his affection 
nem. As we have said, ils 18 a 
part of our gener ilture All 
ind periodicals wl de I 
ite to such development are worse 
n merely useless; they are demoral 
and whatever methods are adopted, 
publishers and editors or ose whe 
! wav control the market and the 
nels of distribution, that tend to d 
this culture ought to be discouraged 
t was kn rade courtesy,” 
ech for manv vears erved a i sul 
In these eireumsta ¢ ( pub 
e business rested up stable 
ndatio! 
With the eg vth T he nes n 
ther generation com] ns arose 
1 that body of reputable publisher 
hich had been held together by a co 
n interest—which was al ne with 
best interests of literat nd it 
f no longer in the « nding pos 
n it had hitherto occupied. A new 
ss of publishers, not recognizing the 
rade courtesy,” flooded the market with 
uthors. 7 





tribution of publications b ea 

tine brane or commerce d 
nating th market is { dist thie 
hitherto secure control of it by the pul 
lisher bookselling becam« e like 
any other, exce] that 1 ( \ 
necessary tha the traa¢ ! 1 

the essential quality, the htrins V 

of his wares Finally v he rve «ae 
partme! stores were ( sned the 
trade in books became an inviting featur 
of their business—so inv ng th they 
could afford to reduce rates ich an 
extent as to drive th mall bookselle: 
to the wall. Concurrently with all these 


influences, 


and encouraged by 
then the restless craving of readers fi I 
nov ty grew int al nsatiabdle ppetite 
and with the confusion « commercia 
values came also a confusio1 f | 
ards, s« hat the books « f ry 
worth often obtained the eatest pros 
perity. | 1 matter of nder that, in 
these changed condit S blisher 
have so far succeeded in iintaining 
their old standard 

To some extent the eflex nfluence 
of modern methods upon even the most 


reputable publishers is ol 


= ‘ 
slow-selling 1] ce r good, is more 
likely than it once wa 1 lisplaced 
by a book of | wort t not alwa 
duly prized ind nou! 1 Phe 3 al 
ways some pe t eratul the rapid 
rot . p hy @ | ‘ \ ; 
unnecessar S rites 

L he editors « ) ‘ ; wield 
perhaps ft readily 1 he } Cray 
Ing To! me ew I the a is 
bette! It 1 be ttil I t P| 
How far astra s the ne nd unknowl! 
V ter h I eile T ( | cl nee 
7 ‘ mpet + n +} the {9 ed « pert! 
He little lo oaw i 
tion of quality. if hi ‘ . } 
even in pretere! t ( I 
n established reput QO t 
eagily es the old d ] y the new 
Nearly twent thou nd 1 scripts are 
read by the ed ! tl M i e every 
ve I rece nis earnes ( Ol il at 
tention. Ie . chance the write 
with the new 1 ld eseape hi 
recogniti« But eve ft le TeCcogy 
tion there is the slow devel ent « he 
new author’s fru n. Howe ure th 
growth, it must be nourished. He _ be 














come ! the old, the experienced 
i eaders have grown with 

! | en initiated by him into 
me new eries that could have been 

1 ed O1 I his magical power, they 
I 1 upon him for new revela 
! | nkl vowed confidence and 

, expe . ind they would not 

I I ‘ evels ended or see him 

e the master’s wand. Younger 

rs, trying their wings, look up to 

I ize from his’ bolder 

‘. ¥ emulate without envy 

HH th ler brother in the fraternity 
le ih characteristic faults 

re lved ne so ill-natured 
h hin jostled aside to give place 

new mer. We have seen them 
another, with different degrees 
n—lIrving, Bryant, Longfel 


Holmes, W 


crowned with love 


well, irner, 


have pa ed away 


nd laurels nd Stedman, Stoddard, 
Aldrich, Howe und Mark Twain, who 
ously lend still their strong pres 
nees to our living world of letters 
Room for them? Yes, the Upper Room, 
vhere we spread our grateful feast for 
e who have had so long the freedom 
f our hearts! 
| e old vriter those who are still 
| ( ed I literary work are 
the best things: thev hold their 
d not by indulgences 

umber f copies sold of a book 

r a test ts literary value 
but in the present peculiar 

eond tT¢ Lie t less a test 
n ¢ Pr ) ly not more than one 
t} | that 1 1900 reached a sale 
f 200,000 eopies will be read by another 
eneration Even apart rom purely 
! e litions, the public taste 

lax! tol rant r comparative 

W il | < Not that a book need 

, I { rroperly belong to litera- 
ture Chere ; a large body of the so- 
‘4 ire of any generation, and 
his me ha nv othe r that will 

e read by the next, but which has 

1 ry valu s honestly serving its 
ti ppealing legitimately to econ 

. y interest It is like costume 

n chai is lightly 

I But there is a lasting litera 

1, old fashion such as 

l ! S 1 hun hn t ire never 
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and The b 
rature are classics, pe 
the ever] 
their themes. 

The saddest thing in the world 
is the 


tirin always new. 


lite 


cause ot 


this rmanent 


their art and 


human interest in 
so far as the a 


that 


oblivion, 
terest is concerned, 
falls great books 
depth of thought: such 
for example, as William Smith’s 1 


Thornda 


and the 


sometil 


the t 


greates 


(1857) and arr 
philosophical writ 
The 


former from the 


James. latter wer 
than the 
their 





appeal to Swedenborgi: 


ers gave them a partial prosperity 
such books are hidden away in er 
brari and n every generatio1 
have their select audience. Some 


tious interest or mere accident may 
writer from this general oblivion 

Upon publishers and upon editors 
They will 
and of their 
privilege in so far as they yield t 
importunities of a 


a grave responsibility. 


both of their duty 


capricious po] 


taste. If they surrender their bu 
to wholly mereantile purposes, regar 
of the best interests of literature 


this 


a gene ral pul 


other in 
and fatal descent, then 
ing syndicate, 
basis, 
In its application to 


hec the 


the production of steel. 


compet Ww th each 


upon a purely me 


will be as natural and in 


literature a 


control of railroad 


me in 
Fortunatel 
pel 


maintained a u 


great publishers of books and 
in this e 
front 
their competition has been in the | 


meent 


uuntry have 


against perilous tendenci 


If its interest in literature is the 
ot a people’s culture as well as a 


part of that culture, rising also to 


dignity of a patriotic sentiment, 1 


] 


lf al 
immo 


because literature serves not itse 
all else to 


but is broken 


sacrincing its 


owl 

] . , 

excellence, for the nurt 
¢ 


of every lofty sentiment and interes 
the m i 


eS TO 


aking of national 
ness. It feeds all the springs of cultu 
even though in this ministration its 

Pierian font be hidden and 
uses limited to the mortal service. It 

devotee in the temple of Religion, of A 
of Edueatic i 


its d 


m: it is the stimulus and 


of national destiny 


spirat 


lon 
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' for ’ ’ alinann 
‘ I } sa 1 
i < ne | , } 
| Burglat { 4 
t f L che 1 } \ 
npatier | 
t I l \ 
nm ‘ 
’ { 
| ’ ? | 
( ( l 
oa : ai ‘ +} : Ag : \ 
et ! | hope 
= n t ( f I ( 3. | int 
, + + stop tl aaeaal 
! What 1 
\\ ‘ ; a 
even f the Ladv Burg 
‘ ne t itally ( 3 
! I prison 
() es 1 are inswe 
: a eh eae ' 
, f . reme} 2 r oT 
ma mers , Get that i , 
\ ’ ead 
ie | } ent ne i! I 1 
’ ' e responds { , 
\ \ r incredulity Besides 
t of on lence \ 
‘ ‘ p ison if J \; 
’ < ith t ’ 
; nd I kne 
‘ 1 t t ‘ ~ — 
. } { bint wn . ‘ 
‘ aie { { 
something on my 
it . nnot f ourse be 
| ( \ n whose 
’ n hit nnot sit eter? 
— t ww ibaster Le ‘ 
| 1 t that momet | 
, ‘ r 17 it 
t I t 
| ! t | | 
i ery nusua 
| t rst b ir | eve 
s | ! yuite ignorant as t 
\ \ I imong housebre ers a 
these As it fell out ! 
r fou ! sion to puzzle my brains a { 
I ! for it that moment the 
" 1 ‘ Te 
1 t t ‘ i 
| 1 t ] ‘ 
etter lel betror 
\ ld t] 
' been to find ut } t he 
rap T ind by what hance s 
I ty ent in our kitchen; but to 1 
im thre prise sl] took not the slightest me 
her Her sole feeling seemed. te ! 
the neriest indignation Toh 
< ' ed hoarsely ith blazin 
iinst the meaning of this scene 
- | dropped the burglarious hand 
1 It ntil that moment absent-mi 
‘ ned Her violence rather too ’ 








Must 


ince bit of alien osculation on 1 


ive 
| then 


so muddled my 
tell 


you 


ec } lImitv of that ind 

t mao on the on s| 
sit on obvious to the most 
ligenc I said this \ 

1 ul rathe. ‘ il 
it vould bring home to m\ \ 
\ 1 it she Vas not taking 
lee Lo irds a husband who 
( the proneet crackswoman of 
in some way it failed of its pre 
me she said, with scorn, 
vords. but they do not relieve 
necessitv of an explanation 
could not have believed that p 


vile s 


a sweep of the hand toward 


in. who all the while was &t 
it the far end of the table 
tell vou in so many words tl 

s« fortunat is to capture 

olar?” 

Burglar!’ said my wife, u 

e that made me wheel sharp 
\re vou crazv? or am I 

his was nendurable Since 

to it I replied, with chilling 


vit 


1 point 
7 
ilk ‘ 
nat 
{ { 
Toresa 
ife pretty 
the right 
ist 
the ind 
ver ettect 
those ire 
Ve T 
que ovel 
nV pal 
1. eoldly 
e youn 
inading si 











1 oO rece) 
" to tell | 
‘ vy Burela 
inswer, tho | 
1 rhe is mn 
he said riefly 
tndas 
in the kitehen, a 


thiee dimensions 
ife of me think of 
sho 1 have liked 
lw that I had 
i not quite sure 
{ re s that in 
il el out oft 
ide this quite out 
icteristically she 
the entire respon 
Neither vas there 
the 1 ing womal 
t from a slight 

= I weathered tl 
If there is to be 


the initiative 
iid at last 


I pour some 
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{ I e couldn ‘ | 
t the mer t Liste 
, , i satisfv ‘er toa 
’ iding se < li 
Hlig noon : en 
— the old n 1 it dinne 
6 tim to eat sizable bre 
\ 
! hi certall t 
‘ ~ es Vasnt en o t! 
td ev Vb ! t 
r sked ‘em to come. but the 
‘ s printed in busine 
( ( ! ne il re ny IK¢ soil t 
! ts ely else Nii 
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